^,^i»5^a^ 


.fvA/U>*^V  if.-' 


ffiSEcS^Sj*) 


IfSfefiS?!! 


II 


L  I  B  R_A  RY 

OF    THE 

U  N  I  VERS  ITY 

or    ILLl  NOI5 

"S  2.373 
1/.3 


SOME   ACCOUNT   OF 

MY   COUSIX   NICHOLAS. 


VOL.  III. 


LONDON  : 
PRINTED    BY    SAMUEL    BENTIEY, 

Bangor  House,  Shoe  Lane. 


SOME   ACCOUNT   OF 


MY  COUSIN   NICHOLAS. 


BY  THOMAS  INGOLDSBY,  ESQ. 


AUTHOR   OF   "the   INGOLDSBY    LEGENDS. 


TO    WHICH    IS    ADDED, 


THE     RUBBER     OF     LIFE. 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES. 
VOL.  IIL 


LONDON : 

RICHARD  BENTLEY,  NEW  BURLINGTON  STREET. 

184L 


THE    RUBBER    OF    LIFE. 


BY    DALTON    INGOLDSBY. 


GAME  THE  FIRST. 


VOL.  III. 


jtr-^ 


vJ. 


GAME    THE    FIRST. 


THE    BRIDE. 

CHAPTER  III. 

'Tis  he  !    'Tis  he  ! — I  know  him  now  ! 

I  know  him  by  his  pallid  brow, 

I  know  him  hj  the  evil  eye 

That  aids  his  envious  treachery. 

'Tis  he  !  well  met  in  any  hour 

Lost  Leila's  love  !  Byron. 


AN    UNEXPECTED    VISITOR. AN    ARTFUL    DODGER. AN 

EXQUISITE. A    PEEP    AT    PANDjEMONIUM. 

We  must  now  request  the  gentle  reader  to 
tramp  with  us  up  three  pair  of  dirty,  dark  and 
dingy  stairs  to  an  attic  story  in  Fig-tree  Court, 
Temple. 

Why   "Fig-tree    Court  .-^ — why    Fig-tree 

Court.'*"  asketh,  perhaps,  our  inquisitive  friend. 

b2 
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—  Mark  now  our  answer. — Because  it  liatli  710 
Fig-tree  !  —  no  tree  of  any  kind  —  though  there 
are  some  very  tolerable  imitations  of  trees,  it 
must  be  confessed,  in  the  "  Gardens "  not  far 
off.  —  Because  it  hath  no  Fig-tree  ! — and,  there- 
fore, like  Mr.  Bottom's  dream,  is  aptly  so  term- 
ed, because  that  "had  no  bottom,"  —  or,  to 
adopt   the    first    three   feet    of  a   late    Finsbury 

hexameter^ 

"  Lucus  a  non  lucendo  !  " 

No  matter  for  that,  as  Mr.  Brulgruddery  philo- 
sophically observes. 

Fig-tree  Court  was  the  place,  nor  let  the 
gentle  reader  aforesaid  turn  up  his  nose  at  the 
elevation  which  we  request  him  to  attain, — we 
would  have  him  to  know,  that,  in  what  would 
vulgarly  be  termed  "  Garrets  "  elsewhere,  have 
resided,  and  yet  reside,  many  of  the  flower  of 
Britain"'s  youth — the  setting  and  rising  Justinians 
of  the  empire — men  who  have  toiled  long,  and 
early,  and  late — who  "from  the  nettle"  Difficulty, 
have  "  plucked  out  the  flower"  Fame  ;  many  of 
whom  have  made  their  facile  descent  from  these 
"  parlours  nearest  the  sky,"  and  at  a  single  bound 
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"  squatted,''^  as  our  Yankee  friends  have  it,  on  the 
rubicund  elasticity  of  the  Woolsack  itself. 

It  is  into  one  of  these  Legal  Observatories 
that  we  now  venture  to  intrude,  and  there, 
rocking  himself  backwards  and  forwards  in  a 
sort  of  skeleton  arm-chair  of  transatlantic  con- 
struction, in  the  front  of  an  expiring  fire,  we 
shall  behold  a  young  gentleman  in  a  brown 
study. 

"  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  it  ?"  exclaim- 
ed Frank  Sherborne,  tossing  uneasily  in  his  seat, 
— "  father  and  daughter  —  both  alike,  both  cold 
and  distant  as  the  North  Pole.  —  I  can  bear 
this  no  longer.  I  am  resolved  at  once  to  learn 
the  '  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending.'  " 

Mr.  Sherborne  started  up,  seized  a  portfolio, 
selected  a  patent  Perryan  pen,  and  paused  to 
reflect. 

It  was  really  a  somewhat  delicate  question 
which  he  Avas  about  to  put.  The  old  gentle- 
man''s  altered  fortune  might  perchance  be  begin- 
ning to  work  an  alteration  in  his  feelings.  Clara, 
too,  she  whom  he  had  loved  from  his  earliest 
years  —  ere   he  knew   what  love    was    even   by 
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name,  miglit  perliaps  have  yielded  to  the  at- 
tractions of  some  wealthier  or  more  fashionable 
rival. 

Mr.  Sherborne  grasped  his  pen  as  if  it  had 
been  a  tomakawk,  levelled  at  some  "  more  fashion- 
able rival's  "  scalp. 

"  But  pooh  !  —  nonsense  !  Clara  cannot  be 
faithless  :  it  must  be  some  foolish  misunderstand- 
ing, some  silly  misconstruction, — my  own,  per- 
haps. Here  's  for  a  dive  to  the  bottom  of  the 
affair."       So   saying,    he    struck    off  with  great 

resolution   into   "My  dear"  —  he    paused 

"  Shall  I  not  say,  '  dearest  ?  '  —  '  dear '  certainly 
seems  somewhat  cool." 

While  yet  deliberating  on  the  respective  merits 
of  the  positive  and  superlative  degrees  of  the 
adjective  '  cool/  a  loud  knock  at  his  outer  door 
arrested  his  proceedings.  He  listened  ;  the  door 
was  opened  ;  hurried  steps  were  heard  along  his 
very  brief  passage,  and  a  female,  clad  in  a  plaid 
cloak,  and  wearing  a  black  velvet  bonnet,  the 
long  lace  veil  which  depended  from  it  quite 
obscuring  her  features,  entered  the  apartment, 
and  sank  breathless  into  a  chair. 
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Sherborne,  however,  was  evidently  at  no  loss 
as  to  the  identity  of  his  visiter,  he  threw  down 
his  pen,  and  pushed  aside  the  writing-table. 

"  What  strange  chance  can  have  brought  you 
here,  and  at  this  hour.'"  inquired  he,  rising, 
and  taking  the  hand  of  his  companion. 

She  grasped  it  convulsively. 

"  Oh  !  Frank,"  she  sobbed,  "  I — I  have  seen 
him —  seen  him  —  I  have  even  touched  him  ! " 

"  Then,  Heaven  be  thanked  ! "  cried  Sher- 
borne :  "  but  compose  yourself,  my  dear  Julia, 
and    tell   me   where   and   when    you    have    met 

with "      He  paused,  and  for  some  minutes 

a  silence  ensued,  broken  only  by  the  sobs  of 
the  lady — at  length  she  raised  her  head. 

She  was  young,  and  might  have  been  justly 
called  beautiful,  but  that  the  light  of  hope  and 
health  seemed  quenched  in  her  pale  face  for 
ever.  Her  features  were  finely  chisseled,  and 
her  large  blue  eye  was  pregnant  with  intelli- 
gence, but  the  former  Avere  ashy  pale,  and  the 
latter  was  dimmed  as  by  some  rooted  sorrow. 
She  seemed  too  surely  marked  as  one  doomed 
to  an  early  grave  ;     and   the  thoughts   of  hiin, 
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who  now  gazed  on  lier,  involuntarily  glanced 
forward  to  that  dim  mysterious  world,  whither 
she  was  fast  hastening  to  her  rest. 

She  wiped  the  tears  from  her  long  eyelashes 
as  she  said  more  calmly,  — 

"  Frank,  my  information  was  correct,  and 
there  is  yet  a  chance  of  attaining  my  long-sought 
object.  He  is  in  London,  and  I  have  seen  him. 
— Listen. 

*'  My  poor  infant  had  an  accession  of  fever 
this  evening.  Dr.  Harrison  made  an  alteration  in 
his  prescription,  and  to  ensure  its  being  immedi- 
ately prepared,  I  carried  it  to  the  dispensary  myself. 
I  was  returning  when  two  men  brushed  by  me,  and 
stopped  a  few  paces  in  advance.  One  was  talking 
loudly,  and  appeared  to  be  intoxicated  ;  the  other 
seemed  endeavouring  to  restrain  him.  I  wrap- 
ped my  shawl  closer  around  me,  hoping  to  repass 
them  unobserved,  when  the  voice  of  the  former 
aroused  my  attention  :  its  tones  were  but  too 
familiar  to  my  ear.  I  gazed  on  him,  and  re- 
cognized Coryton,  —  him  whom  you  have  so  often 
heard  me  mention  as  Henry"'s  intimate  friend  ; 
and  Henry —  Henry  himself,  was  by  his  side  ! 
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"  Sick  and  giddy  from  the  emotions  which 
assailed  me,  with  difficulty  I  saved  myself  from 
sinking  upon  the  ground — " 

"  But  you  did  not  leave  them  ? — You  did 
not  lose  sight  of  them  ? "  inquired  Frank,  with 
apprehension ;  — "  you  have  not  thrown  away 
the  clue  thus  fortunately  attained  ?"" 

"  No,"  resumed  the  lady,  "  confused  as  I 
was,  and  ignorant  of  the  subject  on  which  Henry 
was  speaking,  I  yet  caught  the  parting  words  of 
his  companion. 

"  '  Farewell,'  he  said,  '  you  '11  meet  me  then  at 
"  The  Nick."  Remember,  half-past  eleven, — and 
I  don't  wait  a  single  second  after  twelve.' 

"  The  parties  then  separated,  and  were  quickly 
out  of  sight.  I  was  too  weak,  had  I  even  pos- 
sessed sufficient  courage,  to  follow  them,  —  and 
then  my  child — my  suffering  babe — I  but  re- 
turned to  convey  to  him  the  so-much-needed 
restorative,  and  then  I  flew  to  you  —  to  you 
my  only  hope — " 

"  The  Nick  ?"  repeated  Sherborne,  musingly  ; 

*'  I  never  before  heard  of  the  place, —  from  the 

name,  I  should  judge  it  to  be  some  low  haunt 

b5 
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of  gamblers  :  but,  no  matter ;  were  it  tbe  foulest 
den  in  all  London,  I  would  not  fail  to  confront 
liim  there.  — We  must  set  out,  and  that  imme- 
diately," he  continued.  "  As  I  escort  you  home 
you  must  describe  to  me  as  accurately  as  pos- 
sible the  appearance  of  these  two  gentlemen ; 
and  then,  if  I  can  but  fall  in  with  Hazeldine, 
who  has,  I  believe,  the  entree  at  every  house  of 
this  description  in  the  metropolis,  admittance  to 
the  place  of  rendezvous  may  doubtless  be  easily 
procured." 

In  a  few  minutes  Frank  was  ready  to  attend 
his  fair  but  fragile  visiter.  She  hung  heavily 
upon  his  arm  as  they  walked  on  ;  and  although 
from  consideration  for  her  manifest  debility  he 
proceeded  but  slowly,  her  tottering  steps  could 
scarcely  keep  pace  with  his,  had  passed  the 
postern  opening  into  the  narrow  court  which 
once  formed  part  of  the  "  pleasaunce "  belong- 
ing to  the  gallant,  generous,  but  rash  and  un- 
fortunate Devereux,  from  whom  it  still  retains 
its  name. 

They  had  threaded  the  Strand,  and  were  pur- 
suing their   way  up  Southampton   Street,  when 
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tlie  lady,  pressing  her  companion's  arm,  observed 
in  a  voice  trembling  with  alarm, — "  Frank,  ob- 
serve that  man,  I  feel  satisfied  that  he  is  follow- 
ing and  watching  us." 

Frank  turned  quickly  round,  and  beheld  a 
person  not  many  yards  behind  them,  who  was 
apparently  regarding  himself  and  his  companion 
with  some  attention.  The  individual,  however, 
if  such  had  indeed  been  his  employment,  in- 
stantly transferred  his  gaze  to  the  brilliantly 
illuminated  window  of  a  shop  at  the  corner  of 
the  street ;  his  back  was  now  towards  them  which 
precluded  all  possibility  of  distinguishing  his  fea- 
tures ;  soon  after,  crossing  the  road,  he  lounged 
carelessly  on,  and  disappeared. 

Sherborne  endeavoured  to  rally  his  companion 
out  of  her  fears,  and  proceeded  to  demonstrate 
most  logically  that,  as  there  was  nothing  in  their 
appearance  unusual  or  likely  to  arouse  curiosity, 
nothing  tempting  to  excite  cupidity,  while  their 
own  proper  persons  could  not  possibly  be  sup- 
posed to  excite  interest  from  any  other  cause,  the 
intentions  of  the  gentleman  in  question  must 
have  been  misconstrued.    All  this,  though  highly 


12  THE   RUBBER   OF   LIFE. 

reasonable,  appeared  to  fall  somewhat  short  of 
producing  conviction  in  the  lady''s  mind,  a  fact 
only  to  be  accounted  for  by  the  unhappy  pre- 
judice which  some  people  liave  in  favour  of 
trusting  to  their  own  eyes  and  ears,  rather  than 
to  the  most  philosophical  deductions  from  ab- 
stract truth. 

Julia  slioolc   her  head,  and   hoped  "  she   was 
mistaken." 

"  I    have   little   need,"    she    said,    "  Heaven 
knows  !  of  imaginary  ills  to  disturb  me." 

"  Fear  none,"  replied  Sherborne,  cheerfully  ; 
"  all  will  soon  be  well ;  with  the  clue  you  have 
this  evening  gained,  we  cannot  fail  to  discover 
your  faithless  husband.  That  effected,  our  course 
will  be  a  smooth  one.  And  now,  touching  this 
friend  of  his,  —  this  Mr.  Coryton  ;  — he  is,  you 
say,  tall,  has  reddish  hair,  and  a  deep  scar  upon 
the  upper  lip. — How  was  he  dressed  ?" 

"  I  could  scarcely  distinguish,  save  that  he 
was  wrapped  in  a  large  military  cloak." 

"  No  matter,  I  am  sure  of  him.  Now  de- 
scribe to  me  his  principal.  A  mistake  there 
might  indeed  be  a  fatal  one." 
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The    lady    dropped     her    eyes    towards    the 
ground. 

"  He  is  not  so  tall  as  his  friend,"  slie  said, 
"  but  handsome,  —  very  handsome  ;    his  hair  is 

black  and  curling,  and ah  !    see  ! — we  are 

watched,  —  that  same  horrid-looking  man  is  still 
tracking  us." 

During  the  conversation  which  had  passed  be- 
tween them,  the  details  of  which  we  have  thought . 
it  unnecessary  to  give,  as  the  results  will  appear 
hereafter,  the  friends  had  traversed  the  purlieus 
of  Soho  and  had  now  just  entered  upon  Totten- 
ham-Court Road,  —  Sherborne,  turning  his  eyes 
across  the  way,  again  distinctly  saw  a  person 
resembling  the  man  who  had  before  been  pointed 
out  to  him.  He  was  farther  off  than  on  the 
former  occasion,  but,  seemingly,  not  the  less 
anxious  to  keep  his  game  in  view. 

Frank's  first  impulse  was,  to  confront  and 
question  his  unknown  observer ;  but,  on  consi- 
deration, being  unable  to  call  to  mind  any  act 
of  the  legislature  that  prohibited  persons  from 
walking  up  Tottenham-Court  Road  at  ten  o'clock 
in  the  evening,  and  not  feeling  perfectly  certain 
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as  to  the  identity  of  the  individual  in  question, 
he  determined  rather  to  counteract  his  plans  (did 
any  exist)  by  stratagem  than  to  repel  them  by 
more  decided  measures.  Accordingly,  he  took 
the  first  turning  that  presented  itself,  and,  quick- 
ening his  pace,  hurried  the  frightened  girl  through 
a  maze  of  courts  and  streets,  till  he  reached  at 
length  one  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of 
the  New  Road. 

"  Thank  Heaven  we  are  at  home  ! "  faintly 
exclaimed  Julia,  almost  overcome  with  fatigue, 
"  This  is  the  door." 

As  the  posts  of  the  said  door  were  garnished 
with  a  variety  of  brass-plates,  and  a  nearly  equal 
number  of  bell-handles,  under  other  circumstances 
Sherborne  might  have  hesitated  which  of  the 
latter  to  select  for  his  particular  ringing ;  as  it 
was,  he  at  once  seized  the  largest  of  them,  and 
gave  a  hearty  pull. 

A  dirty  slip-shod  girl  replied  after  some  de- 
lay to  the  summons  ;  but  perceiving  the  appli- 
cant did  not  belong  to  "  her  floor,"  withdrew 
abruptly,   expressing  certain    comments    in    Ian- 
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guage  not  strictly  in  accordance  with  her  youth 
or  sex,  upon  all  undiscriminating  visiters. 

At  this  moment  a  man  brushed  hastily  by. — 
He  was  gone  in  an  instant,  but  not  before  the 
lady  had  recognised,  or  fancied  that  she  had 
recognised,  in  him  her  persevering  attendant. 
Frank  felt  rather  nettled  at  the  idea  of  being 
thus  dogged ;  but,  with  the  reluctance  which  we 
generally  feel  to  admit  our  having  been  out- 
generaled, persisted,  as  he  followed  Julia  up 
stairs,  that  she  must  have  been  mistaken. 

Passing  one  or  two  doors  that  opened  on  the 
common  staircase,  they  at  length  entered  an 
apartment  of  greater  comfort  and  neatness  than 
the  exterior  had  promised.  In  it  by  the  side 
of  a  cheerful  fire  sat  an  elderly  woman,  three 
parts  asleep,  but  with  just  sufficient  energy  left 
to  continue  rocking  a  small  cradle  which  stood 
at  her  knee. 

"  There  is  my  child,  —  my  boy"  said  Julia, 
eagerly  taking  Sherborne  by  the  hand,  and  ad- 
vancing, as  mothers  only  do  advance,  with  him 
towards  the  tiny  resting-place. 
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The  elderly  lady  had  by  this  time  recovered 
the  use  of  the  remainder  of  her  faculties,  and 
seemed  to  be  employing  them  all  most  earnestly 
in  the  contemplation  of  Frank.  She  repeatedly 
opened  and  shut  a  pair  of  remarkably  large 
eyes,  winked  and  blinked,  and  assumed  an 
expression  (for  which  her  features  and  head- 
dress were  peculiarly  adapted)  much  resembling 
that  of  a  respectable  and  elderly  owl  shocked 
at  some  alarming  breach  of  ornithological  de- 
corum. 

The  invalid  meanwhile  continued  to  bend 
over  her  sleeping  infant.  Her  tears  fell  fast 
upon  its  little  coverlet. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  "  for  his  dear  sake  I  must 
and  will  struggle  on  a  little  longer ;  but  Frank, 
—  promise  me  once  more  —  when  I  am  gone, 
guard  and  protect  my  child.  I  have  none  other 
on  earth  to  whom  I  can  confide  him." 

"  You  will  need  non6,"  replied  Frank,  press- 
ing the  thin  hand  that  yet  lingered  in  his. 
"  While   I   live,  that    boy    shall  be   to   me   as 


mine  own." 


Julia  turned  her  eyes  upon  the  young  man, 
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and  if  eyes  can  speak  heartfelt  thanks,  hers 
needed  no  other  utterance. 

"  Start  not,"  she  continued,  "  at  the  word, 
but — I  am  dying  !  I  know  it,  but  dread  it  not. — 
Could  I  once  see  that  dear  child  acknowledged 
and  provided  for,  I  should  lay  my  head  upon 
the  green  turf  far  more  willingly  than  I  shall 
this  night  place  it  upon  my  pillow." 

In  vain  did  Sherborne  urge  her  to  dismiss 
such  gloomy  thoughts  from  her  mind  ;  persua- 
sions and  encouragements  were  alike  vain ;  he 
saw,  he  felt  them  to  be  so ;  he  turned  therefore 
the  conversation,  somewhat  abruptly  perhaps, 
once  more  to  the  object  of  his  search,  and 
having  made  a  few  more  inquiries,  prepared  to 
depart.  The  old  lady,  evidently  much  relieved 
by  this  movement,  lighted  him  with  great  alacrity 
to  the  stairs. 

"  Heaven  bless  you  !"  said  her  mistress,  "  and 
Heaven  will  bless  you,  Frank!  —  I  shall  never 
live  to  see  it. — But  when  all  is  bright  above 
and  around  you,  give  an  occasional  thought  to 
old  times,  and  to  the  hapless  Julia."  ^ 

Frank    pursued    his    way    with   a  quick  step. 
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though  with  anything  but  a  light  heart.  The 
sad  lot  of  her  whom  he  had  just  quitted  affected 
him  deeply,  nor  could  he  help  in  some  way  con- 
necting it  with  the  strange  alteration  in  the 
behaviour  of  the  Broughtons  towards  himself. 
At  all  events,  laden  with  such  a  secret  as  that 
he  was  bound  in  honour  to  preserve,  he  now  felt 
an  increased  awkwardness  in  demanding  an  ex- 
planation from  them,  when  he  also  felt  that  he 
was  in  no  position  to  oflfer  one  in  return. 

"  I  will  state  the  whole  case  unreservedly  to 
Julia,"  said  he  at  length.  "  She  will  relieve  me 
from  my  promise,  and  all  shall  be  unraveled." 

Fully  occupied  with  his  meditations,  he  scarcely 
noticed  the  passengers  whom  he  occasionally  ran 
against,  nor  listened  to  the  "  curses,  not  loud 
but  deep,"  which  these  fortuitous  collisions  occa- 
sionally extracted  from  them,  till  having  crossed 
Oxford  Street  and  partly  perambulated  the  mag- 
nificent thoroughfare  which  derives  its  name  from 
the  "  Regal  Minority"  of  the  fourth  George,  he 
reached  the  Albany,  and  rapped  at  Mr.  Hazel- 
dine's  door. 

On   announcing    his    name,    Sherborne    was 
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shown  into  a  luxuriously  furnished  apartment 
on  the  ground- floor,  abounding  with  all  that 
variety  of  easy  chairs,  ottomans,  fauteuils,  and 
sofas,  which  the  self-indulgence  of  modern  times 
requires.  After  some  minutes,  he  heard  an  in- 
distinct voice  from  an  adjoining  room  inquire, 

"Frank,  is  that  really  and  positively  you  ? " 
Having  stated  that  he  had  not  the  slightest 
reason  to  doubt  his  own  identity,  the  same  voice 
replied,  "  Then  you  may  make  your  appearance." 

Guided  by  the  sound,  Frank  passed  through 
a  half-opened  door  at  the  farther  corner  of  the 
apartment,  and  found  himself  in  an  exceedingly 
comfortable  little  recess  of  a  mixed  character, 
partly  dressing-room,  partly  study,  in  about  the 
proportion  of  five  parts  of  the  former  to  one 
of  the  latter.  Shelves  at  its  sides  wxre  sup- 
plied, on  Prince  Potemkin's  plan,  with  a  very 
fair  allowance  of  "  little  books  at  top,  and  large 
books  at  bottom,"  interspersed  with  expensive 
meerschaums,  gun-cases,  fishing-rods,  bows,  foils, 
fencing-masks,  and  whips  for  every  purpose,  and 
of  every  description.  There  were  also  more  easy- 
chairs,  and  another  sofa. 
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On  the  latter,  reclined  at  full  length,  a  young 
man,  of  rather  effeminate  appearance,  and  clad, 
notwithstanding  the  hour,  in  a  sort  of  fashion- 
able undress,  and  solacing  himself  with  a  hookah. 
Unfolding  his  elegant  shawl-patterned  gown  with 
much  deliberation,  he  half  rose  as  Sherborne 
entered. 

"  George,"  said  the  latter,  advancing  towards 
him,  "  I  have  need  of  your  instant  advice  and 
assistance." 

"  Affair  of  honour  ?  "  said  the  young  gentle- 
man, with  something  like  vivacity. 

*'  No,  no,"  replied  Sherborne,  "  nothing  of 
that  kind." 

"  Lady — eh  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Hazeldine,  drop- 
ping an  eye-glass,  which  he  had  raised  and  fixed 
to  one  of  his  eyes  by  a  forcible  contraction  of 
the  brow  above,  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining 
that  it  really  was  Mr.  Sherborne,  and  no  one 
else,  who  had  penetrated  into  his  Sanctum  under 
false  pretences. 

"  No,  nor  a  lady,"  returned  Frank. 

"•  Well,  then,  what  the  devil  can  it  be  ?" 
pursued  his  friend,   sinking  back  with  an  air  of 
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languid  disappointment.     "  Explain  as   soon  as 
you  can  without  personal  inconvenience."" 

Thus  saying  he  raised  his  feet  again  to  the  sofa, 
adjusted  the  cushion  which  supported  his  head 
with  an  air  strongly  deprecatory  of  the  exertion, 
and  reclosed  his  eyes  as  in  helpless  resigna- 
tion. 

"  To  be  brief,  then,"  returned  Sherborne,  "  I 
am  in  search  of  a  certain  Captain  Montague, 
who  I  understand  is  to  be  met  with  to-night  in 
some  place  called  '  The  Nick.'  Are  you  ac- 
quainted either  with  this  person  or  his  retreat  ?  " 

"  Extraordinary  !  "  responded  Mr.  George 
Hazeldine.  "  As  for  Captain  Montague,  you 
see,  my  dear  fellow,  there  are  so  many  of  them. — 
All  unattached  captains, — I  say  nothing  of  Chris- 
tinos  and  Columbians,  —  are  Montagues,  —  or 
Percies,  —  or  Beauforts,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  But  as  for  '  The  Nick,'  you  can't  mean 
seriously  to  assert  that  you  don't  know  where 
'  The  Nick'  is  to  be  found  ?  "  And  Mr.  Hazel- 
dine  turning  himself  half  round,  refitted  the  glass 
to  his  eye  for  the  purpose  of  examining  such  a 
fine  specimen  of  barbaric  ignorance. 


22  THE   RUBBER   OF   LIFE. 

Frank,  nevertheless,  met  his  glance  unshrink- 
ing, and  fairly  confessed  that  he  knew  nothing  of 
the  place  in  question. 

"  Monstrous  !  "  ejaculated  his  friend,  sinking 
back  into  his  former  position. 

"  Well — take  pity  on  my  want  of  knowledge, 
and  enlighten  me/'  said  Frank. 

"  Buy  a  great  square  book,""  replied  Mr. 
Hazeldine,  "and  study  geography,  —  and  the 
use  of  the  globes." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  Frank,  growing  impa- 
tient, "  I  have  no  time  for  this  nonsense  ;  I 
must  find  this  person,  and  that  without  delay. 
Will  you,  or  will  you  not  aid  me  in  the  search  ?"" 

"  Why  you  see, — my  dear  Frank, — as  you 
make  a  point  of  it — eh  ! — but  it 's  d — d  annoy- 
ing though,"  lisped  the  gentleman,  who  would 
not  have  hesitated  to  subscribe  himself  his  "  most 
particular  friend." 

After  a  little  more  dallying,  Mr.  Hazeldine 
was  at  length  prevailed  upon  to  dress.  Here 
was  another  trial  for  poor  Sherborne's  endurance. 
He  bore  it,  however,  like  a  martyr  ;  and  his  friend 
at  length  declared  himself  to  be  ready. 
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They  had  passed  into  the  drawing-room,  when 
Mr.  Hazeldine's  glance  happened  to  light  upon 
Frank's  habiliments.  He  paused,  quietly  re- 
seated himself,  and  having  recourse  once  more 
to  his  glass,  ran  his  eye  leisurely  over  that 
gentleman's  whole  person. 

"  Come,"  cried  the  latter,  his  hand  upon  the 
door,  "  time  presses. — What  is  the  matter  now .'' 
—  What  are  you  staring  at  ?  —  Anything  the 
matter  with  my  coat  ?  " 

"  Coat !  "  repeated  Mr.  Hazeldine.  "  Coat  ! 
Merciful  Providence  !  do  you  call  that  a  coat  ? 
—it  is  a  Coffin  ?  " 

"  Folly !  "  said  Frank,  half  inclined  to  be 
angry ;  but  reflecting  that  such  a  course  was  by 
no  means  calculated  to  aid  his  purpose  or  to 
render  his  society  more  agreeable  to  his  friend, 
he  checked  himself.  "  Coat  or  no  coat,"  he 
continued,  with  an  attempt  at  pleasantry  which 
every  muscle  in  his  countenance  belied,  "  it  shall 
do  you  no  discredit. 

'  Lo !  I  have  a  cloak — 
A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  back.'" 
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"  Yes — that 's  playful — very,"  persisted  the 
immoveable  Hazeldine ;  "  but  I  really  cannot 
lend  myself  to  such  a  cloak  as  that ;  it  would 
be  a  social  suicide.  —  And  boots  too! — extra- 
ordinary !  Pray,  where  on  earth  are  such  boots 
to  be  procured  ?  —  I  suppose  you  do  call  them 
boots  ?" 

Frank  was  beginning  to  lose  his  temper  in 
earnest,  but  after  some  little  more  diplomacy, 
the  business  was  at  length  compromised  ;  Frank 
covenanting  on  the  one  side  to  screw  himself  into 
a  fashionable  surtout,  the  property  of  his  host, 
— the  latter,  on  the  other  hand,  submitting  to 
put  the  boots, — or  rather  his  objections  to  them, 
— into  his  pocket. 

A  short  walk  brought  the  friends  to  the 
house  in  question.  It  appeared  to  be  a  com- 
mon gambling-house,  and  one  of  no  very  lofty 
description,  or  what  is  technically  termed  a 
«  Silver  Hell." 

On  the  delivery  of  some  mysterious  watch- 
word given  by  Hazeldine  they  were  admitted 
instantly  by  the  obsequious  porter,  and,  ascend- 
ing a  narrow   staircase,   defended  at  the  top  by 
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a  massive- looking  door,  after  certain  prelimi- 
naries had  been  gone  through,  entered  the 
rooms. 

True  to  his  supposed  engagement,  Mr.  Cory- 
ton  was  easily  recognised.  He  was  standing  aloof 
from  the  crowd  of  foreign  nobility  (?),  appren- 
tices, shopmen,  and  military-looking  gentlemen, 
with  which  the  place  was  honoured,  taking  no 
active  part  in  the  proceedings  of  the  evening. 
He  leant  negligently  against  the  wall,  having  a 
thumb  inserted  into  each  arm-hole  of  his  waist- 
coat, which  graceful  attitude,  much  in  vogue 
among  pseudo-gentry,  served  also  to  display 
various  specimens  of  jewelry  of  a  somewhat 
questionable  manufacture,  that  sparkled  on  his 
hands  and  breast.  From  the  anxious  glances 
which  he  occasionally  threw  towards  the  door, 
especially  on  the  entrance  of  any  new  comer,  it 
was  clear  that  he  was  awaiting  an  arrival. 

Hazeldine,  once  entered,  was  soon  engaged  in 
all  the  mysteries  of  roulette,  and  being  an  adept, 
lost  a  small  sum  which  he  had  volunteered  to 
manage   for    Frank,    with  great  ease,    and   in  a 

VOL.  III.  c 
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very  few  minutes,  without  any  perceptible  dis- 
satisfaction . 

The  time  passed  much  more  slowly  with  his 
friend.  He  gazed  on  but  scarcely  marked  the 
flushed  faces,  the  starting  eyes,  and  trembling 
hands  before  him ;  he  heard  not  the  execrations 
of  the  novice,  nor  appreciated  the  coolness  of 
the  practised  gamester  ;  —  his  sole  attention  was 
fixed  on  Coryton. 

Visiters  came  and  departed  ;  some  of  whom 
merely  nodded  to,  others  exchanged  a  few  words 
with,  this  worthy ;  but  the  person  evidently  ex- 
pected did  not  appear.  —  Twelve  o'clock  struck 
—  half-past  —  and  at  length  Mr.  Coryton,  who 
had  been  remarkably  fidgetty  for  some  time,  was 
heard  to  observe  to  a  Jewish-looking  personage 
by  his  side. 

"  He'll  not  be  here  to-night,  so  I'm  off  to 
the  Lady  Mother's : — he  can  follow  if  he  wants 
me. 

Thus  saying  Mr.  Coryton  lounged  quietly 
across  the  room,  stared  coolly  at  Sherborne, 
whose  observation  of  him  he  now  for  the  first 
time  appeared  to  notice,  and  departed. 
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Frank  felt  assured  tliat  all  further  delay  was 
useless,  and  endeavoured  to  prevail  upon  his 
guide  to  accompany  him  home.  Hazeldine,  how- 
ever, was  now  flushed  with  champagne  and  suc- 
cess, and  could  not  be  induced  to  stir,  Frank 
in  consequence  proceeded  to  return  without 
him. 

He  had  arrived  at  the  end  of  the  narrow  pas- 
sage leading  into  the  street,  and  paused  for  an 
instant  to  consider  what  might  be  the  best  course 
for  him  to  pursue.  While  yet  in  doubt,  a  pas- 
senger stopped  immediately  opposite,  gazed  on 
him  as  the  glare  of  the  lamp  above  shone 
full  upon  his  person,  and  exclaiming,  "  Merciful 
Heaven  !  —  Can  I  believe  my  eyes  ?  —  Sher- 
borne —  Frank  —  and  coming  out  of  such  a 
place  !  "  —  passed  rapidly  on. 

It  was  Mr.  Broughton. 

For  a  moment  Sherborne  stood  as  if  para- 
lyzed— gradually  his  situation,  so  open  to  mis- 
construction, rose  vividly  before  him — he  felt 
that  it  must  be  accounted  for  on  the  spot.     He 

hurried  after  the  old  gentleman  for  that  purpose. 

o2 
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—  The    opportunity  was    lost :    Mr.  Broughton 
was  already  out  of  sight. 

"  Provoking  ! ""  muttered  Frank,  "  and  doubly 
so  just  now  ;  but,  however,  everything  shall  be 
explained  to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Cassio,  I  love  thee, 

But  never  more  be  officer  of  mine. 

Shakspeare. 


NOT    AT    HOME. A    COOL    EXCLUSION,    AND    A    WARM    RECEP- 
TION.  STOCK    AT    A    DISCOUNT. BEEF    AT    A    PREMIUM. 

PHILOSOPHY    OF     AN     EX-DIRECTOR.  —  THE     INTERCEPTED 
LETTER. 

"  To-morrow, — aye,  to-morrow,"  replied  a 
respectable  middle-aged  gentleman,  when  called 
upon  to  explain  certain  passages  in  liis  earlier 
life,  owing  to  wliich  delay  a  highly  interesting 
series  of  fires,  massacres,  pilferings,  and  other 
instances  of  sentimental  felony  has  been  lost  to 
the  public.  Frank's  reckoning  seemed  to  be  as 
indefinitely  prolonged  as  the  one  alluded  to  ;  and 
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there  were  many  obstacles  to  be  overcome,  of 
which  he  knew  nothing,  ere  he  could  regain  his 
position  in  the  affections  of  the  Broughtons.  He 
was,  indeed,  aware  that  the  old  gentleman  was 
rarely  out  of  his  own  house  after  eleven  o'clock, 
and  that,  therefore,  the  affair  was  likely  to  make 
the  deeper  impression  on  his  mind  ;  but  he  was 
not  aware  that,  on  this  particular  occasion,  he 
happened  to  be  moreover  in  an  especial  ill- 
humour,  and  accordingly  not  at  all  disposed  to 
take  the  most  favourable  view  of  any  object  that 
might  present  itself. 

The  shares  of  the  "  Pan-edu-taphic,  or  Plea- 
sant and  Universal  Burial  Company,"  had  that 
very  morning,  as  the  phrase  goes,  "  come  down 
with  a  run;"  —  their  value  was  reduced  to  a 
mere  nothing. 

Mr.  Thugg,  the  director,  had  gone  in  blissful 
unconsciousness  to  spend  a  couple  of  days  at 
Ramsgate.  —  To  condole  with  somebody  was 
absolutely  necessary. —  Colonel  Cooke  was  laid 
up  with  the  gout,  and  as  on  that  account  the 
Colonel  couldn't  come  to  Mr.  Broughton,  so  Mr. 
Broughton,  Mahomet-like,  went  to  the  Colonel. 
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That  gallant  officer  had  but  one  specific  for 
all  ills,  mental  or  bodily,  —  it  was  whisky-toddy 
with  a  slice  of  lemon  in  it.  —  "Mild,  certain, 
and  safe,  it  might,"  he  affirmed,  "  be  taken  by 
the  most  delicate  female  or  tender  infant,  being 
equally  efficacious  for  all  constitutions,  ages,  or 
disorders." 

Mr.  Broughton  tried  a  tumbler;  —  not  ex- 
periencing that  immediate  relief  which  the  Colo- 
nel had  led  him  to  expect,  he  took  a  second, — 
that  had  never  been  known  to  fail ;  but  possibly 
Mr.  Broughton's  constitution,  age,  and  disorder 
miffht  have  been  different  from  those  of  the  rest 
of  the  world,  for,  certain  it  is,  that  a  severe  head- 
ache was  the  only  effect  produced  by  the 
panacea. 

It  was  in  this  state  of  double  discomposure 
that  the  old  gentleman  encountered  Frank  in 
the  above-mentioned  situation, — his  countenance 
flushed  with  excitement  and  the  heat  of  the  room 
he  had  just  quitted  ;  his  very  attitude,  even,  was 
against  him,  and  appeared  indicative  of  a  rakish 
desire  to  know  "  Avhat  the  devil  was  to  be  done 
next  ?  "     Then    his   coat,   or  rather  his  friend's 
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coat,  —  one  of  those  very  pomps  and  vanities 
■which  he  had  so  often  derided, — there  was  hypo- 
crisy in  that. 

Under  these  circumstances,  it  is  not  so  much 
to  be  wondered  at  that  Mr.  Broughton  on  the 
day  ensuing,  slightly  feverish  from  his  mild 
doses  of  whisky-toddy  with  the  slices  of  lemon- 
peel  in  it,  should  give  orders  to  be  denied  as 
soon  as  he  beheld  Frank  making  for  the  door. 

*'  Remember,  Jenkins,"  said  he,  "■  I  am  never 
at  home  when  that  young  gentleman  calls." 

"  You  seem  astonished,"  he  continued,  turn- 
ing towards  Clara  and  !Major  Faulkland,  the 
former  of  whom  was  looking  anxiously  at  her 
father  for  some  explanation  of  this  unwonted 
harshness.  "  You  seem  astonished  ;  but,  mark 
me,  I  deliberately  forbid  that  young  man  my 
house  in  future." 

*'  Surely,  my  dear  sir,"  interposed  the  Major, 
"  you  will  hear  a  few  words " 

"Not  one,  sir,  in  his  defence!"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Broughton  sharply.  "You,  Major  Faulk- 
land, have  already  done  all  that  a  friend  could 
do   towards  extenuating  his   conduct,  and  more, 
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perhaps,  than  was  strictly  justifiable.  You  know 
how  readily  I  have  listened  to  your  suggestions, 
— how  I  have  clung  to  the  hope  that  the  son 
of  my  oldest,  my  best  friend,  might  yet  be 
reclaimed  from  his  follies  ; — how  wilfully  blind 
I  have. been  to  his  incivilities — his  ingratitude 
to  myself;  but  it  is  all  over.  I  saw  him  last 
night  emerging  from  the  door  of  a  low  gaming 
house, — he  never  enters  mine  again.  Heaven 
knows  the  pain  it  will  cost  me  to  tear  that  young 
man  from  my  heart ;  but  it  must  be  done  ! 
Clara,  my  love,"  and  the  old  gentleman  took  the 
cold  hands  of  his  daughter  within  his  own, 
"  Clara,  my  love,  we  must  forget  him." 

Clara  steadily  met  her  father's  gaze,  and 
though  a  tear  stole  down  his  aged  cheek,  not 
one  was  visible  on  her  own  pale  face  as  she 
replied, 

"  Mr.    Sherborne,    sir,    has    long   ceased    to 

hold   any    place    in    my   regard.       I  would   not 

wish,"  she  added,  her  eyes  gradually  descending, 

"  to  think   ill  of  him  ;   but   he  has,   of  his  own 

free    will,  withdrawn  himself  from  us,  and  it  is 

better,  perhaps,  that  he  has  done  so." 

c  5 


34  THE   RUBBER   OF   LIFE. 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  are  right ;  it  is  better  as 
it  is,"  said  Mr.  Broughton,  "  far  better  as  it  is.'' 
But  here  comes  poor  Thugg,  —  dear  rae,  an- 
other disagreeable  subject." 

Mr.  Thugg,  in  consideration  of  his  recent 
misfortune,  was  received  with  a  far  greater  show 
of  attention  from  the  family  than  usual.  The 
old  gentleman  shook  him  kindly  by  both  hands  ; 
Clara  hastened  to  place  a  chair  for  him,  and 
even  Miss  Magge  begged  permission  to  cut  him 
some  cold  beef.  He  appeared  but  little  affected 
by  the  extent  of  his  losses,  but  sat  himself 
down  with  great  resignation,  and  a  very  excel- 
lent appetite  to  luncheon. 

"  Astonishing  how  peckish  those  sea-breezes 
make  one,"  he  remarked.  "  I  came  up  last 
night,  and  have  been  eating  ever  since." 

"  Well,"  asked  Mr.  Broughton,  after  ad- 
miring the  unconcern  with  which  the  speculator 
proceeded  in  his  meal,  —  "  Do  you  mean  to 
sell  ? " 

"  Sell  ! "  repeated  Mr.  Thugg,  endeavouring 
to  harpoon  a  pickled  walnut  with  a  blunt  fork ; 
"Sell  what?" 
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A  suspicion  flashed  across  Mr.  Brougliton 
that  his  companion  might  not  yet  have  heard 
of  the  failure  of  his  darling  project :  advancing 
to  the  table  he  said,  in  a  kind  tone,  "  My  dear 
Thugg,  pardon  my  abruptness,  but  I  supposed 
that  you  knew  all." 

"  Knew  what?""  asked  Mr.  Thugg. 

"  It  is  useless  to  disguise  it,"  continued  his 
friend ;  "  but  the  Bill  is  thrown  out,  and 
the  Pan-edu-taphic  stock  is  barely  worth  a  frac- 
tion." 

"No;  you  don't  say  so! — A  trifle  more 
beef,"  replied  the  philosophical  director. 

"  But  I  do  say  so  !  "  exclaimed  the  old  gen- 
tleman, in  an  agony  of  astonishment,  "  and  if 
you'll  just  be  good  enough  to  look  at  The 
Times. — The  Times  says  so  —  everybody  says 
so — 

"  You  surprise  me,"  observed  the  inexplicable 
Thuffff,  with  his  mouth  full  of  cold  meat,  but 
exhibiting  little  external  symptoms  of  the  surprise 
in  question. 

"Why — what  the  devil  —  Thugg,  are  you 
awake  ? "   roared  his  bewildered  friend,   seizing 
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him  by  the  shoulder,  and  administering  a  shake 
so  sudden  and  hearty,  that,  had  he  actually  been 
in  a  state  of  repose,  would  probably  have  awaken- 
ed him  into  a  fit  of  apoplexy  ;  as  it  was,  it 
merely  produced  a  violent  one  of  coughing,  and 
deluged  his  trousers  with  the  contents  of  a  tum- 
bler of  Burton  ale. 

"  Are  you  awake  now  ?''  cried  Mr.  Broughton, 
pursuing  his  triumph  ;  "  the  Pan-edu-taphic  is 
smashed,  I  tell  you,  and  your  3000/.  along 
with  it." 

"  Water  !  water  ! "  gasped  the  half-choked 
Mr.  Thugg,  with  swimming  eyes,  and  a  very 
heightened  complexion.  "  My  dear  Broughton, 
you  are  so  infernally  precipitate.  Why  couldn't 
you  say  the  Pan-edu-taphic  at  first?  The  fact 
is,  I  sold  out  three  days  ago.  Rather  lucky,  as 
things  have  turned  out,  'wasnH  it  ?"  And  Mr. 
Thugg,  filling  himself  a  glass  of  Madeira,  closed 
one  eye  that  the  other  might  bear  with  undivided 
focus  upon  the  wine  ; — then  opened  it  again — 
nodded  to  the  ladies,  —  and  emptied  his  glass 
•with  the  deliberate  gravity  of  a  Stoic. 

Mr.     Broughton    checked   an    inclination    to 
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■whistle,  and  walked  up  and  down  the  room, 
twisting  his  Avatch-chain  round  his  fore-finger 
with  great  velocity. 

No  sooner  had  the  ex-director  taken  his  de- 
parture, than  one  and  all  began  to  put  forth  hints 
by  no  means  favourable  to  that  gentleman's  sense 
of  honour  in  the  transaction  just  discussed.  "  He 
has  been  imposing  upon  me,  that  "'s  quite  clear,"" 
remarked  the  old  gentleman. 

"  A  cunning  old  fox,"  ejaculated  Miss 
Magge  :  "  he  is  as  bad  as  that  odious  Jobson, 
the  mechanical  sweep,  who  ran  away  with  all  our 
collection  for  the  poor  little  oppressed  climbing- 
boys." 

<'  I  wish  he  had  run  away  with  the  collec- 
tors,"" muttered  Mr.  Broughton. 

"  No  you  don't,"  said  the  lady  ;  "  and  if  you 
do,  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself —  so 
you  ought  !  Ah  me  !  what  will  the  world  come 
to  ?  " 

"  Go  to,  you  mean  — "  interrupted  the  ex- 
cited old  gentleman  :  "it  will  go  to  the  devil, 
ma"'am  ! — the  Pan-edu-taphic  is  gone  to  the  devil  ! 
—  Frank  Avill  go  to  the  devil  !  —  everything  and 
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everybody  will  go  to  the  devil  ! — and  old  Thugg, 
he  '11  be  sure  to  go  to  the  devil, — that 's  one 
consolation  !" 

Miss  Magge  seemed  to  think  it  was ;  but 
further  colloquy  was  prevented  by  a  deputation 
of  Smithson  Smiths  coming  up  to  inflict  a 
morning  call. 

The  Major  had  said  nothing  during  this  little 
discussion,  but  sped  his  way  with  most  entire 
satisfaction  at  the  turn  affairs  had  lately  taken 
with  respect  to  Frank.  He  had  never  anti-- 
cipated  much  difficulty  in  detachin*  him  from 
the  society  of  the  Broughtons  ;  and  the  young 
gentleman  seemed  of  his  own  free  will  to  have 
relieved  him  from  all  anxiety  whatever  upon  the 
point. 

Returning  home  from  Russell  Square  one 
evening  early,  he  entered  his  own  sitting-room 
with  an  air  of  undisguised  triumph  in  which 
he  seldom  indulged.  Finding  Mr.  Coryton 
there,  who  had  already  taken  possession  of  a 
box  of  cigars  and  three  chairs  to  smoke  them  in, 
he  saluted  that  worthy  with  a  slap  on  his  back, 
and  congratulated  him  on  his  want  of  ceremonv. 
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Mr.  Coryton,  making  divers  contortions,  pro- 
ceeded to  rub  the  afflicted  shoulder  with  great 
vehemence,  exclaiming  the  while,  "  Come,  come, 
jocus  est  j'ocus :  but,  old  fellow,  '  thou  smitest 
hard,'  as  the  poet  says,"  a  few  more  expostu- 
lations in  the  same  strain  followed,  albeit  he 
experienced  much  inward  delight  at  the  unu- 
sual condescension  of  his  patron,  and  looked 
earnestly  for  an  opportunity  of  presuming  upon  it 
accordingly. 

*'  And  what  has  lured  thee,  mine  ancient 
Robert,  from  the  Patriarch's  so  early  ? ""  asked 
the  Major. 

"  I  wasn't  exactly  lured,"  replied  the  other. 

"  Kicked  ?"  inquired  Faulkland. 

"  No,  Major  Faulkland,  nor  kicked,"  returned 
Mr.  Coryton,  with  great  apparent  scorn  and  in- 
dignation ;  "  the  boot  is  not  in  being  that  shall 
kick  Bob  Coryton.  '  Nemo  me  I'nipune  lacessit,^ 
sir,  that 's  my  motto.  No,  sir,  I  w^as  requested 
—  requested,  mind  —  to  withdraw  ;  so  here  you 
see  me  doing  the  vs^iX'/jysgZTrjg,  and,  I  flatter 
myself,  doing  him  Avell."  With  these  words 
Mr.   Corvton    "  emitted"  several  successive   vo- 
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lames  of  tobacco-smoke  from  one  corner  of  his 
mouth. 

"  Well,  well,  it 's  much  the  same,"  said  the 
Major,  laughing  ;  "  but  listen  to  me.  The 
heiress  is  mine, — the  old  man  is  won, — and  Clara 
Broughton  has  all  but  consented  to  become  Mrs. 
Faukland." 

"  All  but  —  awful  phrase  ! "  remarked  the 
cloud-compelling  gentleman,  gravely.  "  I  re- 
member when  I  was  at  school " 

"  No  reminiscences,  for  Heaven's  sake  ! "  inter- 
rupted the  Major;  "  let  us  think  of  the  present, 
I  may  have  work  for  you.  Gradually,  you  know, 
have  I  been  winning  my  way  into  the  hearts  of 
father  and  daughter,  —  slowly,  but  surely.  To- 
day, when  alone  with  the  former,  I  commenced  a 
more  open  attack.  The  old  boy  met  me  at  once, 
—  told  me  he  longed  to  see  his  little  Clara  set- 
tled,— that  he  had  designed  her  for  one  who  had 
proved  altogether  unworthy  of  her,  —  and  that 
now  I  had  his  best  wishes  for  my  success  ;  so 
saying,  he  shook  my  hand  a  great  many  times, 
and  insisted  upon  our  drinking  another  bottle  of 
claret  together." 
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"  But  the  young  woman  ?"  said  Mr.  Cory  ton. 

"  She  is  cared  for,"  continued  the  Major : 
"  her  consent  will  not  be  wanting :  she  would 
wed  with  Beelzebub  if  her  father  wished  it." 

"  She  is  likely  to  be  indirectly  connected  with 
that  gentleman's  family,"  muttered  Mr.  Bob  ; — 
"  but  how  have  you  disposed  of  Frank  Sher- 
borne all  this  while  .'*  " 

"  Here,"  replied  Faulkland,  "  here  are  a 
couple  of  letters,  one  from  the  gentleman  to  my 
bride  elect,  volunteering  an  explanation  of  his 
conduct ;  another  from  old  Broughton,  requesting 
him  to  make  one.  The  interception  of  these 
two  epistles  ruins  him  for  ever."  And  the 
Major,  with  an  affected  carelessness,  tossed  a 
couple  of  papers  over  to  his  companion. 

Mr.  Coryton,  twisting  his  cigar  as  close  as  pos- 
sible to  his  right  ear,  turned  his  eyes  in  a  contrary 
direction,  and  proceeded  to  run  over,  half  aloud, 
the  contents  of  the  first. 

"  '  Dearest  Clara — painful  change  in  feelings 
— eroneous  opinions — fatal  mistake — readily  ex- 
plained—  grant  an  interview,  &c.  Szc'  —  Ah, 
exactly  ! — I  see — misconstruction,   misery,  and 
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all  that  sort  of  thing, — '  your  devoted,  Frank 
Sherborne.' 

"  Yes,  the  old  story,"  said  Mr.  Cory  ton,  lay- 
ing down  the  letter  and  taking  up  its  companion, 
which  he  perused  with  greater  attention,  com- 
menting on  the  great  good  nature  of  the  writer 
as  he  proceeded. 

"  Jolly  old  cock  ! "  he  exclaimed,  as  he  con- 
cluded,— "  a  very  jolly  old  cock  indeed  for  an 
uncle  or  a  father-in-law,  or  any  very  near  rela- 
tive ;  —  thinks  of  nothing  but  pardoning  follies 
and  making  allowances.  It 's  lucky,  ISIajor,  nei- 
ther of  these  billets  have  reached  its  destination  ; 
it  would  have  cut  up  your  hand  to  the  smallest 
possible  shivers." 

"  I  have  received  all  the  passes,"  returned  the 
Major,  quietly  ;  "  every  letter  goes  through  Mr. 
Jenkins  the  butler's  hands,  and  he  and  I  are 
old  acquaintances." 

"  What  a  highly  respectable  character  Mr. 
Jenkins  must  be,"  remarked  the  smoker ; — 
"  quite  a  '  real  blessing '  in  a  small  family.  But 
suppose  now,  after  all,  his  uncommonly  agreeable 
master  and  the  devoted  Francis  should  happen 
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to  meet  ; — a  small  barrel  of  oysters,  and  a  couple 
of  glasses  of  brandy  and  water  discussed  between 
them,  and  you  are  kicked  out  of  tlie  saddle  at  a 
moment's  notice." 

"  I  run  my  luck  against  that,"  replied  the 
Major,  gaily;  "and  once  married,  no  power  on 
earth  can  shake  me :  the  entail  is  as  tight  as  all 
the  lawyers,  with  their  Grand  Master  Old  Nick 
himself  to  boot,  could  tie  it." 

"  Pretty  game,  —  very  pretty  game,"  said  Mr. 
Cory  ton.  "  I  have  only  one  more  question  to 
put  :  — What  do  you  suppose  brought  Sherborne 
to  'The  Nick'  that  night?" 

"  Play,  I  suppose,"  replied  Faulkland ;  "  that 
is,  I  believe,  the  usual  object  for  which  gaming- 
houses are  visited.  You  don't  suppose  I  have 
ever  been  deceived  by  his  affectation  of  so- 
briety?" 

*'  He  didn't  play,"  returned  Mr.  Coryton, 
shortly. — "  He  looked  at  me." 

"  He  might,  perhaps,  have  gone  there  from 
curiosity  —  that  strange  desire  which  most  very 
young  gentlemen  have  of  seeing  a  '  Hell,'  "  said 
the   Major:    "  but  I  neither  know  nor  care  for 
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his  motive  —  it  is  sufficient  for  me  that  there 
he  was,  and  there  he  was  recognised." 

"  Then  you  have  no  idea  of  his  object  ?" 
asked  Cory  ton. 

*'  None,"  was  the  reply. 

"  I  have,"  said  Mr.  Coryton,  emitting  about 
two  words  and  one  puff  of  smoke  in  every  breath, 
a  system  of  elocution  rendered  necessary  by  his 
desperate  efforts  to  rescue  his  cigar  from  prema- 
ture extinction  ; — "  I  have  a  very  full-flavoured 
idea: — the  lady,  —  his  new  acquaintance,  who 
was  traced  home  that  same  night  —  found  out 
all  about  her,  and  her  name  is  — "  Mr.  Cory- 
ton's  endeavours  were  vain  ;  his  cigar  obstinately 
gave  up  the  smoke ;  and  as  its  wonted  fires 
wouldn't  live  in  the  ashes,  he  deliberately  knock- 
ed them  off,  and  proceeded  to  re-light  with  great 
care  at  a  wax  taper ;  all  which  being  done  to 
his  satisfaction,  he  bethought  him  of  his  unfi- 
nished sentence:  — "  Her  name  is  Montague  — 
Mrs.  Montague." 

The  Major  started.  A  flush  passed  over  his 
olive  brow,    and    his   lip  quivered  as  he  asked, 
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"  Mrs.    Montague  !  —  The  Mrs.  INIontague  !  — 
can  it  be  —  is  it  —  Julia  ?  " 

"  The  very  same,"  said  Mr.  Cory  ton,  and  he 
tossed  the  refractory  cigar  into  the  grate. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Coelum,  non  animum  mutant,  qui  trans  mare  currunt. 

Horace. 

Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  reahns  I  see, 
My  heart,  untravelled,  fondly  turns  to  thee  ! 

Goldsmith. 

A  blow  ! — shall  Bombardinian  take  a  blow  ? 

Chrononhotonthologos, 


SALT  WATER    NO    CURE  FOR    LOVE. THERE  AND    BACK  AGAIN. 

A    SICK    FRIEND    AND    A    SULLEN    FOE. IDENTIFICATION. 

WHO  WOULD  HAVE    THOUGHT    IT? DOCUMENTS    IN    DAN- 
GER.  JUST    IN   TIME. 

Major  Faulkland  had  been  guilty  of  no 
exaggeration  in  his  statement  of  the  chances  in 
his  favour.  His  cause  was,  indeed,  "  progress- 
ing," as  brother  Jonathan  has  it,  excellently  well ; 
the  prize  was,  as  he  had  said,  all  but  within  his 
grasp :    everything,    indeed,    had    conspired    to 
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prosper  liis  undertaking  ;  even  Sherborne,  from 
whose  presence  alone  danger  was  to  be  dreaded, 
had  left  London. 

Stung  with  the  supposed  unhindness  of  Clara 
in  not  deigning  so  much  as  to  answer  his  letter, 
he  determined  to  divert  his  thoughts,  if  pos- 
sible, by  change  of  scene  ;  and  as  Brighton  had 
formerly  been  one  of  Captain  Montague's  places 
of  residence,  he  proceeded  thither  with  a  vague 
hope  of  acquiring  some  information  touching  that 
gentleman*'s  present  abode. 

Pursuant  to  certain  strongly  expressed,  and 
very  valorous,  resolutions  of  banishing  Miss 
Broughton  for  ever  from  his  memory,  he  plunged, 
as  far  as  he  was  able,  into  the  gaieties  of  the 
marine  metropolis,  but  all  would  not  do ;  and  he 
returned  at  night  to  his  cheerless  chamber,  only 
the  more  miserable  for  such  forced  and  unna- 
tural mirth.  He  then  tried  solitary  walks  and 
sea-bathing,  but  did  not  find  them  very  effective 
medicines  for  "  a  mind  diseased." 

He  had  just  arrived  at  the  conclusion,  that 
Brighton  was  without  exception  the  dullest  place 
in  Europe,  and  that  he  was  unquestionably  the 
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dullest  personage  in  Brighton, — when  a  melan- 
clioly  letter  from  Julia  informed  him  that  her 
illness  had  assumed  a  form  more  immediately 
dangerous,  and  that  she  had  been  unable  to 
leave  the  house  for  some  days. 

Frank  needed  no  further  summons,  but  tum- 
bling his  few  personals  into  a  carpet-bag,  seated 
himself  on  the  top  of  the  "  Neck  or  Nothing  " 
new  fast  coach,  and  arrived  in  town  that  after- 
noon, with  the  usual  number  of  arms  and  legs, — • 
the  spirited  proprietor  fortunately  omitting,  on 
that  particular  occasion,  to  overturn  the  vehicle 
on  the  road. 

On  inquiring  for  Mrs.  Montague,  he  was  in- 
formed that  a  gentleman  had  been  with  her  for 
some  time,  and  had  not  yet  taken  his  leave. 
Notwithstanding  this  intelligence  Frank  walked 
quietly  up  stairs,  and  long  ere  he  gained  the  top, 
loud  and  angry  tones,  mingled  with  sobs,  and 
what  he  judged  to  be  weeping,  were  audible,  as 
proceeding  from  the  apartment  occupied  by  the 
unhappy  Julia. 

He  strode  hastily  forward  and  opened  the  door 
abruptly. 
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The  lady,  paler  and  thinner  than  ever,  was 
sitting  propped  up  by  pillows  in  a  large  arm- 
chair. She  was  gazing  with  imploring  looks  and 
streaming  eyes  on  a  man  who  stood  fronting  her, 
and  with  his  back  to  the  entrance  :  he  turned  at 
the  sound  of  the  opening  door,  and  disclosed  to 
the  view  of  the  astonished  Frank  the  person  of 
Major  Faulkland  ! 

*' 'Tis  he,  by  Heaven!"  exclaimed  Frank, 
perfectly  bewildered  at  the  presence  of  his  friend, 
— "  'tis  Faulkland  ! " 

The  Major  smiled,  while  Julia,  looking  con- 
fusedly from  one  to  the  other,  cried, —  "  Faulk- 
land ! — Faulkland  !  — no,  no,  his  name  is  Mon- 
tague, Henry  Montague  ;  —  Frank,  this  is  my 
husband  !" 

Sherborne  started  as  if  he  had  trodden  upon 
an  adder. 

"  Bridle  your  astonishment,  my  dear  Frank," 
said  the  Major,  with  the  greatest  composure. 
"  You  are  not  aware,  perhaps,  that  in  little 
affairs  of  gallantry  a  nam  de  guerre  is  some- 
times indispensable :  I  usually  select  that  of 
Montague  where    euphony    becomes   an    object. 

VOL.  III.  D 
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By  what  appellation  shall  I  address  my  sober 
young  friend  who  enters  ladies'  private  apart- 
ments with  so  little  ceremony  ?  " 

Frank  was  still  so  overcome  by  his  surprise, 
as  to  be  unable  to  frame  any  reply  to  the  Major's 
sneer.  The  latter,  therefore,  turning  towards 
Julia,  said, — "  You,  madam,  can  doubtless  ex- 
plain this  gentleman's  appearance." 

^'  That  lady,  sir,  is  my  near  relative,"  said 
Sherborne,  at  length  recovering  himself,  and 
advancing. 

"  I  claim  a  rather  near  connection  with  her, 
myself,"  replied  the  Major. 

"  You  then  admit  the  fact  which  she  has  just 
so  solemnly  asserted .''"  interposed  Frank,  with 
an  eagerness  which  he  did  not  attempt  to  conceal, 
—  "  You  acknowledge  her  to  be  your  wife  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  returned  the  Major,  with  a  quiet 
smile,  "  I  am  not  exactly  prepared  to  go  that 
length :  but,  nevertheless,  a  very  intimate  ac- 
quaintance has  undoubtedly  existed  between  us. 
Indeed,  it  is  with  a  particular  reference  to  that 
point  that  I  am  a  visiter  on  the  present  occa- 
sion, and,  I  fear,   so  inopportune  a  one.       My 
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business,  however,  may  be  settled  in  five  mi- 
nutes, and  then  I  avIII  no  longer  interrupt  your 
tete-a-tete. 

*'  Villain  !  "  muttered  Frank,  in  a  low  deep 
tone. 

Faulkland  caught  the  expression,  —  his  lip 
curled,  but  he  replied  not ;  and  addressing  his 
miserable  wife,  asked  sternly,  "  Do  you,  or  do 
you  not,  madam,  accede  to  ray  terms  ?" 

"  Be  merciful,  dearest  Henry,  and  press  me 
no  further,"  she  replied,  looking  piteously  in  his 
face  ;   "  I  have  said  I  cannot  — must  not." 

"  Then  starve  ! "  cried  Faulkland,  in  a  voice 
hoarse  with  suppressed  passion  ;  "  starve  toge- 
ther,—  you  and  your  base-born  brat !  " 

"Hold!"  interrupted  Frank,  as  Julia  burst 
into  a  renewed  flood  of  tears  at  the  brutality  of 
this  coarse  invective  ;  "  this  lady,  Major  Faulk- 
land, is  at  present  under  my  protection.  Spare 
me  your  sneers,  sir ;  as  her  nearest  acknow- 
ledged relation,  I  will  not  permit  such  language 
to  be  addressed  to  her  in  my  presence." 

"  The  lady  is  happy  in  possessing  so  re- 
doubted a  champion,"  replied  the  Major  with  a 

1)2 
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supercilious  bow,  "  and  as  he  is  one  who  appears 
to  possess  so  much  influence  with  her,  suiFer  me 
to  crave  his  interest  in  inducing  her  to  eflPect 
an  arrangement  Avhich  must  materially  tend  to 
establish  her  future  comfort  and  independence." 

"  Proceed,  sir,"  said  Frank  ;  and  the  Major 
very  collectedly,  taking  a  most  minute  pinch  of 
snuff,  continued, 

"  This  lady  has,  you  must  know  then,  in  her 
possession  some  papers  of  no  intrinsic  value  ;  but 
among  them  are  records  of  certain  mummeries 
enacted  by  her  and  myself  some  few  years  ago, 
and  letters  containing  certain  conventional  vows 
and  protestations  of  endless  love,  &c,  in  con- 
sideration of  her  giving  up  to  me  which  useless 
trumpery,  together  with  a  written  renouncement 
of  all  claim  to  be  considered  my  wife,  and  a  pro- 
mise to  make  no  further  demands  upon  my 
purse  or  notice,  I  pledge  myself  to  settle  200/. 
a  year  upon  her  during  her  life,  the  half  of  which 
shall  be  continued  to  her  son  from  the  period 
of  her  decease." 

"  That  is  to  say,"  replied  Sherborne,  "  you 
wish    Mrs.    Faulkland,   in   consideration    of   the 
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sum  proposed,  to  barter  her  good  fame,  and  to 
fix  a  stigma  upon  her  child,  by  delivering  up 
every  proof  of  her  unhappy  marriage  with  your- 
self, and  of  his  legitimacy." 

'■  I  beg  your  pardon, — connection,  not  mar- 
riage," interposed  Faulkland.  "  Your  ready  wit 
will  at  once  apprehend,  that  an  unmeaning  and 
illegal  ceremony,  performed  by  a  popish  priest, 
cannot  be  dimified  with  the  title  of  marriao^e." 

"  Oh  Frank  !  tell  me — in  mercy  tell  me,  it  is 
not  so, — tell  me  that  I  am  his  lawful  wife  ! "  cried 
the  agonized  Julia,  seizing  her  cousin's  hand. — 
"  Speak  to  me,  Frank  ;  I  know  it  is  false, — we 
were  married  by  the  rites  of  holy  church  —  we 
are  joined  together  before  God  and  man." 

"  I  fear,  if  his  assertion  be  correct,"  replied 
Sherborne,  gazing  sorrowfully  on  the  poor  girl, 
"  that  you  are  joined  together  by  no  tie  which 
our  laws  will  recognize ;  the  plan  has  been  de- 
vised by  one  too  deeply  versed  in  treachery." 

The  Major  again  bowed  tauntingly  ;  and  his 
victim,  gazing  wildly  at  him  for  an  instant, 
burst  into  a  fit  of  hysterical  weeping. 

"  Now  with   respect   to   the   matter   we  were 
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discussing  ?  "  said  the  former,  who  retained  his 
self-possession  with  admirable  success. 

"  Major  Faulkland,"  interrupted  Frank,  "  let 
us  understand  one  another.  The  papers  you 
allude  to,  which  can  and  shall  furnish  to  the 
world  damning  proofs  of  your  villany,  shall  be 
bartered  for  no  promises,  however  specious,  and 
no  sum,  however  large." 

Julia  started  from  her  chair  with  sudden 
energy, — "Take  them,  take  them!"  she  cried, 
thrusting  into  Sherborne's  hand  a  packet  which 
she  had  hastily  withdrawn  from  beneath  her 
pillow. 

The  Major  sprang  forward  at  the  instant  to 
snatch  them  from  her  grasp  ;  but,  unprepared  for 
the  resistance  he  encountered,  though  by  far  the 
more  powerful  man  of  the  two,  he  was  hurled 
back  to  the  door  by  Sherborne ;  here  he  plant- 
ed himself,  foaming  with  rage  and  disappoint- 
ment, and,  drawing  from  his  cane  a  short  but 
formidable  rapier,  exclaimed  fiercely,  —  "  Give 
up  those  papers,  sir,  or  by  h — 1  you  quit  not  this 
apartment  alive  ! " 

Frank  pointed  to  the   fainting  sufferer.     "  Is 
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this  a  place,"  said  he  calmly,  "  or  that  a  witness 
for  scenes  of  violence  ?  *" 

"  I  seek  no  quarrel,"  returned  the  Major, 
lowering  his  point,  and  evidently  annoyed  at 
having  so  far  committed  himself.  "  Those  docu- 
ments belong  to  me,  and,  in  appropriating  them 
to  yourself,  you  are  as  guilty  as  the  villain  who 
robs  me  of  my  purse  ;  restore  them  and  go  in 
peace,  or  stay  in  peace  if  you  prefer  it, —  you 
shall  be  relieved  from  any  restraint  my  presence 
may  impose,  immediately." 

"  The  trust  now  confided  to  me  I  shall  hold 
as  best  I  may,  nor  shall  I  scruple  to  avail 
myself  of  the  aid  a  single  summons  would 
draw  around  me."  So  saying,  Frank  with 
a  rapid  motion  threw  up  one  of  the  window- 
sashes. 

The  Major  stood  for  a  moment  irresolute, 
then,  compressing  his  bloodless  lips,  deliberately 
returned  the  weapon  to  its  resting-place. 

"  You  finally  reject  my  proposals?"  he  said. 
—  Sherborne  bowed.  —  "  Farewell  then,  sir,  for 
the  present,  I  shall  have  another  to  make  which 
may   prove   more   acceptable  ;"    and   Faulkland, 
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with  sucli   a   smile  as  a  baffled  demon   may  be 
supposed  to  put  on,  left  the  apartment. 

His  departure  was  the  signal  for  renewed  la- 
mentations on  the  part  of  his  unhappy  wife,  her 
distress  now  aggravated  by  the  apprehension  of 
Laving  involved  the  only  individual  in  the  world 
Avhom  she  could  consider  as  her  friend  in  a  per- 
sonal quarrel,  and  perhaps  of  having  endangered 
his  life  on  her  account.  Frank  did  all  he  could 
to  soothe  and  re-assure  her,  pledged  himself  to 
take  immediate  steps  towards  ascertaining  the 
bsst  mode  of  redressino-  her  wrongs ;   and  havinff 
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at  length  in  some  degree  succeeded  in  calming 
her  emotions,  took  his  leave. 

Frank  had  scarcely  located  himself  in  his  old 
chambers,  and  consigned  the  contested  treasure  to 
a  place  of  safety  when  a  card  was  delivered  to 
him,  together  with  an  intimation  that  its  owner 
would  be  glad  to  see  Mr.  Sherborne  on  urgent 
business. 

"  Admit  his  Lordship  by  all  means,"  said 
Frank,  not  exactly  divining  what  urgent  busi- 
ness the  Lord  Adolphus  Cannonbury  could  by 
any  possibility  have  with  so  humble  an  indivi- 
dual as  himself. 
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In  a  few  minutes  a  tall,  handsome-looking 
personage,  with  a  highly  aristrocratic  and  some- 
what military  air,  was  ushered  into  his  sitting- 
room.  He  bowed  in  a  graceful  but  rather 
distant  manner  on  entering,"  and  as  soon  as 
the  servant  who  admitted  him  had  withdrawn,  - 
(which  having  placed  a  chair,  dusted  the 
hearth,  and  hunted  about  for  something  not  to 
be  found,  he  at  length  did,)  observed,  that  "  he 
had  called  on  behalf  of  his  friend  Major  Faulk- 
land, — that  the  nature  of  the  case  rendered  all 
discussion  unnecessary,  and  that  he  should  feel 
obliged  by  being  referred  to  some  gentleman 
with  whose  assistance  the  affair  might  be  brought 
to  an  immediate  conclusion. 

"  You  must  be  aware  that  in  cases  like  this," 
added  his  Lordship,  "  where  a  blow  has  passed, 
it  is  of  importance  that  no  time  be  lost.*" 

"  Are  you  aware,  Lord  Adolphus,"  asked 
Frank,  "  of  the  circumstances  under  which  that 
blow  was  given  ?  " 

"  Perfectly,"  was  the  rejoinder.     "  But  as  you 

admit  that  it  was  given,  I  apprehend,  as  a  man 

of  honour  you  have  but  one  course  to  pursue." 

d5 
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"  Be  it  so,"  said  Frank.  "  Major  Faulk- 
land  shall  have  the  satisfaction  he  demands, — 
my  friend  shall  wait  on  your  Lordship  with- 
out delay  and  at  any  place  you  may  appoint." 

"  Will  the  Guards'  Club-house  be  incon- 
venient ?"  asked  Lord  Adolphus. 

"  You  shall  hear  from  me  there  within  a  few 
hours,""  returned  Frank :  upon  which  Lord 
Adolphus  Canonbury  rose,  and  making  another 
remarkably  polite  bow  took  his  leave. 

No  sooner  had  his  visitor  departed,  than  Sher- 
borne sat  himself  down  to  consider  which  of  all 
his  friends  and  acquaintances  was  the  one  best 
qualified  to  see  him  shot  with  propriety,  and  ac- 
cording to  the  nicest  rules  and  etiquette  of 
polite  society.  George  Hazeldine  at  length 
occurred  to  him  as  one  in  every  respect  fitting 
for  this  delicate  and  friendly  office,  and  he 
accordingly  bent  his  steps  forthwith  to  that 
gentleman's  chambers.  JSIr.  Hazeldine  was  de- 
lighted with  the  task, — that  is,  as  far  as  a  person 
of  such  refined  fashion  could  be  delighted  by 
anything,  —  and  having  been  made  acquainted 
with  the  particulars,  pcoceeded    with    an    air   of 
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unusual  cheerfulness  to  settle  the  preliminaries 
with  Lord  Adolphus. 

Frank  meanwhile  paced  up  and  down  his 
friend's  apartment,  deeming  the  hour  during 
which  he  was  absent  an  age.  It  was  the  first 
scrape  of  the  kind  in  which  he  had  ever  been 
involved  ;  and  although  of  personal  fear  he  had 
none,  yet,  as  neither  his  ear  nor  his  feelings  had 
as  yet  become  in  any  way  Irish,  he  could  not 
forbear  exhibiting  something  of  restlessness  and 
impatience,  and  rather  longed  for  the  morrow. 

"  Is  everything  settled  ?  *"  he  inquired,  as  Mr. 
George  Hazeldine,  after  the  lapse  of  time  alluded 
to,  re-entered  the  apartment. 

"  Most  satisfactorily,"  replied  the  latter.  "  No 
letter- writing,  no  explanation,  no  '  if  you  did  so, 
then  I  did  so '  —  no  infernal  nonsense  of  that 
sort ;  everything  perfectly  clear :  —  we  meet  in 
the  morning  at  six,  by  the  back  of  Chalk  Farm  ; 
where,  as  Lord  Adolphus  very  properly  re- 
marked, '  your  principal  wings  my  principal,  or 
my  principal  wings  your  principal,  as  the  case 
may  be, — voild  tout.'' " 

"•  Very  satisfactory  indeed,"  saia  Frank. 
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"  Oil,  very  miicli  so,"  returned  Mr.  Hazel- 
dine  :  "  it  is  really  quite  delightful  to  meet  such 
a  perfect  man  of  business  as  Cannonbury.  Now, 
with  respect  to  pistols  :  —  yes  —  yes,"  he  con- 
tinued, after  a  short  internal  struggle,  in  which 
friendship  and  generosity  gained  a  very  important 
victory,  "  you  shall  have  them,  Frank,  you  shall 
have  —  my  pops." 

Sherborne   expressed  himself  highly   gratified 
at  the   offer ;  though,  perhaps,  without  entirely 
appreciating   the    effort    of  self-devotion    which 
prompted    it,    and    cast    rather   an    unconcerned 
glance  at  the  weapons  which  his  friend  now  pro- 
duced from  the  recesses  of  a  cabinet   in    which 
they  had  been  deposited  with  as   much   care  as 
any  sainted   relics  in  its  protecting  shrine,  and 
which,   for  the  nicety  of  their  workmanship  and 
accuracv   of  Boize,    certainlv    merited   a   warmer 
approval, 

"  Adieu,  then,  for  the  present,"  said  Sher- 
borne, replacing  Mr.  Nock's  chef-d'oeuvre  in 
its  elegant  case.  "  I  have,  as  you  may  well 
suppose,  some  few  preparations  to  make  for  our 
business  of  to-morrow.    Where  shall  we  meet  ?  " 
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"  I  '11  pick  you  up  at  a  quarter  past  five  ; — 
remember,  sharp  on  the  quarter,"  replied  Hazel- 
dine  ;  "  it  is  a  good  half-hour's  drive  to  the 
ground,  and  you  '11  need  a  stroll  to  bring  the 
blood  into  circulation." 

It  is  a  queerish  piece  of  business  that  same 
going  to  bed,  when  a  man  does  it  with  a  no  very 
vague  perception,  that  the  next  time  he  seeks 
what  the  poet  terms  "  horizontal  repose,"  it  may 
be  on  a  hard,  cold  meadow,  and  amidst  damp 
grass,  instead  of  .on  a  good,  wami,  comfortable 
feather-bed  between  well-aired  sheets,  with  the 
sky  for  a  coverlet  in  lieu  of  a  quilt,  and  a  bullet 
occupying  the  place  so  much  more  agreeably 
filled  with  a  cold  chicken  and  lobster  salad. 

"  To  die  !  —  to  sleep  no  more  !  " 
The  thought  is  an  anticipation  most  anti-narcotic 
in  its  effect,  and  it  is  much  to  be  questioned 
whether,  if  we  could  take  a  quiet  peep  into  their 
respective  chambers,  we  might  not  see  the  bold- 
est and  bravest  of  our  modern  "  fire-eaters"  on 
such  occasions  sitting,  for  a  few  moments  at  least, 

"  Upon  their  heads,  antipodes  in  bed," 
and  before  committing  themselves  to  that  pillow 
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which  they  are  about,  perhaps,  to  press  for  the 
last  time,  ruminating  on  the  chances  of  the  very 
unpleasant  change  of  condition  which  the  morn- 
ing's dawn  may  happen  to  bring  about.  To  be 
so  suddenly  summoned 

"  To  go  we  know  not  where — 
This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  clod  ! — " 

is  an  idea  which  may  well  startle  the  person  best 
prepared  for  the  journey,  and  the  least  averse  to 
this  particular  kind  of  shampooing. 

Frank,  as  we  have  said,  was  no  coward,  yet  did 
some  very  natural  repugnance  to  the  errand  he 
was  going  upon  at  his  rising  banish 

"  Tired  Natm-e's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  Sleep," 

from  his  eyelids  much  longer  than  was  the 
Goddess''s  wont  to  be  absent  from  them.  She 
came  at  length,  however,  but  in  a  very  coy  and 
coquettish  mood,  and,  after  a  very  brief  dispensa- 
tion of  her  favours,  took  her  leave  abruptly  as  if 
scared  by  the  interruption  of  an  old  ricketty 
clock  as  it  struck  three  in  the  passage  adjoining 
Sherborne's  sleeping- apartment. 

He  had  been  dreaming  meanwhile  ;  and  among 
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the  wild  and  confused  ideas  that  had  floated 
through  his  brain,  one  —  that  he  had  failed  in 
his  appointment  —  was  constantly  recurring. 

This  annoying  impression  took  every  fan- 
tastic shape  that  fancy  could  devise,  and 
seemed  to  realise  every  possible  chance  that 
could  lead  to  his  dishonour  ;  —  at  one  time 
Hazeldine  had  forgotten  him,  —  then  he  had 
gone  up  with  old  Broughton  in  a  balloon  and 
couldn't  get  down  again  in  time  ;  —  then  his 
boots  could  not  be  found,  and  his  linen  had 
all  been  sent  to  the  wash  ; — lastly,  he  had  over- 
slept himself,  and  he  listened  with  a  palpitating 
heart  lest  the  neighbouring  clocks  should  confirm 
the  impression ;  the  continued  darkness,  how- 
ever, and  the  said  clocks,  which  kept  up  an 
irregular  fire  for  about  the  space  of  ten  minutes, 
convinced  him  at  last  that  he  had  time,  and  to 
spare. 

Feeling,  however,  unwilling  to  trust  himself 
to  sleep  again,  he  lay  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
window,  in  expectation  of  the  approach  of  dawn. 
Silence — it  seemed  a  strange  and  unnatural  one 
— reigned  for  the  most  part  over  the  vast  city, 
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and  he  felt  it  a  positive  relief  when  the  distant 
rumble  of  some  far-journeying  waggon  fell  upon 
his  ear,  or  as  he  heard  the  gingle  of  some  old 
hackney-coach  bearing  to  his  home  the  drunken 
and  debauched  rioter  of  the  preceding  night ; — 
then  he  thought  of  the  scenes  of  gaiety  and 
dissipation  enacting  at  that  moment  all  around 
him.  A  light  in  a  distant  window  caught  his 
eye — a  figure  passed  between  it  and  the  blind  : — 
was  it  that  of  some  late  reveller  staggering  to 
his  rest,  or  the  worn  and  anxious  attendant  on 
some  bed  of  sickness  ? — Acjain  his  thoughts  wan- 
dered  to  his  home  —  his  father — and  arain  he 
trod  the  sunny  hills  of  Kent  with  Julia  and 
his  beloved  Clara.  A  dark  unvaried  picture  had 
hung  before  him  for  weeks — for  months  ;  —  and 
now  for  one  brief — one  last  moment  it  miffht 
be,  the  views  of  happier  days  rushed  fresh  and 
vivid  on  his  mind. 

As  morning  broke,  he  rose  from  his  uneasy 
couch,  and  having  occupied  as  much  time  as 
possible  in  dressing,  stepped  into  his  sitting- 
room.  Gently  removing  the  shutters  he  ad- 
mitted  the  grey  and  cheerless   light,  previously 
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in  part  visible  through  many  a  chink  and  cranny. 
He  found  everything  as  he  had  left  it  on  the 
previous  evening ;  the  table  still  strewed  with 
■writing-materials, — the  untasted  supper,  the  ex- 
tinguished lamp,  —  all  remained  in  the  same 
position. 

The  present  order,  or  rather  disorder,  of  the 
room  annoyed  him ;  but  a  few  hours  had  in 
fact  elapsed  since  he  had  quitted  it ;  yet  that 
time  seemed  to  belong  to  a  period  long  gone 
by  —  yet  'twas  of  yesterday. 

He  wiled  away  a  few  minutes  in  replacing 
the  disturbed  portions  of  the  furniture  ;  next  he 
secured  the  letters  Avhich  he  had  addressed  to 
Clara,  Julia,  his  father,  and  Mr.  Broughton  ; 
and  then,  having  scribbled  a  few  lines  containing 
some  directions  to  his  servant,  sat  down  and 
anxiously  awaited  the  appearance  of  his  friend. 

Hazeldine  was  punctual  to  a  second ;  and  on 
the  sound  of  his  arrival  Frank  proceeded  to 
the  stairs  ;  of  course  every  step  was  attended  with 
double  the  creaking  that  had  ever  been  heard 
before.  The  cat  rushed  by  him,  upsetting  in 
her   flight  a   pair   of  boots    and    his    umbrella ; 
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tlien  a  dust-pan  was  dislodged,  and  sent  clatter- 
ing after  them  ;  lastly,  the  bolt  proved  refractory  ; 
it  grated  and  squeaked  till  all  his  teeth  were  set 
on  edge  ;   the  chain  rattled,  and  the  key  fell. 

At  length  every  obstacle  was  overcome,  and 
Sherborne  gained  the  open  air,  where  he  found 
his  friend  awaiting  him  in  a  cabriolet,  on  the  un- 
occupied seat  of  which  reposed  the  well-known 
elegant  repository  of  Mr.  Nock's  no  less  elegant 
*'  Barking  Irons." 

He  stepped  into  the  carriage  with  a  foot  far 
lighter  than  the  heart  that  gave  it  motion,  and  in 
another  moment  was  on  his  way  to  the  place  of 
appointment. 

"  Head  cool — hand  steady — eh  ?"  asked  Ha- 
zeldine  as  he  drove  off,  clearly  showing  at  the 
same  time  that  he  himself  possessed  neither  of 
those  advantages. 

*'  Never  more  so,"  replied  Frank  ;  "  but  you, 
my  dear  George,  appear  dreadfully  shaky.*" 

"  These  late  hours  don't  agree  with  my  con- 
stitution," observed  the  latter,  very  seriously. 
"  I  am  a  regular  man,  and  always  like  to  be 
in  bed  by  four  o'clock  at  latest, —  this  sort  of 
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thing  is  positively  turning  niglit  into  day." — 
It  was  certainly  very  like  it. — "  A  brisk  walk, 
however,"  continued  he,  "  across  the  fields  will 
shake  off  the  morning  chill,  and  bring  me  round 
again." 

After  a  short  pause  Sherborne  resumed  the 
conversation. 

"  George,"  said  he,  "  should  the  issue  of  this 
meeting  prove  fatal,  —  should  I  fall,  may  I  rely 
upon  you  for  immediately  delivering  these  let- 
ters in  the  proper  quarter  ?  I  have  in  them 
completely  unfolded  the  villany  of  the  soi-disant 
Captain  Montague,  and  taken  effectual  measures 
for  the  future  protection  of  his  victim." 

Hazeldine  nodded.  — "  Don't  talk,"  he  re- 
plied, "  of  falling,  you  can't  possibly  miss  your 
man  with  those  tools ; —  on  the  honour  of  a 
gentleman,  I  can  nib  a  pen  with  them  at  twelve 
paces." 

"  I  have  no  desire  to  take  his  life,"  said 
Frank. 

"  No  ! — why  it  is  your  only  excuse  for  going 
out,"  returned  Hazeldine;  "and,  between  you 
and  me,  you  ought  not  to    be  here :    had  not 
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the  proposal  been  already  accepted  by  yourself 
I  never  would  have  permitted  you  to  give  such 
a  rascal  satisfaction  ;  as  it  is,  you  can  only  hope 
to  make  your  peace  with  society  by  putting  him 
fairly  out  of  it." 

They  had  by  this  time  made  some  way  along 
the  Hampstead  Road,  and  gained  what  were  then 
outskirts  of  London  ;  melancholy  rows  of  un- 
finished houses,  falling  like  so  many  young  gen- 
tlemen of  spirit  into  a  premature  decay,  had  been 
passed  ;  "  Pleasant  Places  "  in  embryo,  "  Pros- 
pect Terraces  "  of  succeeding  time  were  left  be- 
hind :  the  Hercynian  grove,  consisting  of  nearly 
a  dozen  shrubs  of  the  size  of  gooseberry-bushes 
and  colour  of  birch  brooms,  and  extending  in 
two  rows  far  to  the  right,  was  gained.  On  they 
drove  rapidly  by  the  last  Mount  of  Paradise, 
which,  from  its  peculiar  strata  of  geological 
construction,  gave  rise  to  an  opinion  rife  in  the 
neighbourhood  that  our-first  parents  were  formed 
out  of  cinders  and  broken  bottles,  —  till  fields, 
no  longer  brick-fields  but  real  grass-green  fields, 
the  long  herbage  glittering  and  drooping  with 
the  morning  dew,   were   on    either  side.     But  a 


THE   BRIDE.  69 

few  years  have  elapsed,  and  yet  at  that  unen- 
lightened time  no  railroad  smoked  along  the 
valley  ;  such  things,  indeed,  were  darkly  hinted 
at  by  wild  and  enthusiastic  projectors,  but  were 
naturally  considered  in  general  as  wicked  and  im- 
practicable.— Grimstone  Villas,  Carolina  Granges, 
Pigstye  Priories,  &c.  were  but  vaguely  contem- 
plated, and  with  respect  to  the  tread  of  the 
New  Police,  fair  Primrose  height  was  as  yet  a 
Jungfrau. 

Arrived  at  the  corner  of  the  lane  which,  at 
the  time  we  are  speaking  of,  turned  off  from  the 
high  road  and  led  to  the  place  of  their  destin- 
ation, the  pair  descended  from  their  cabriolet, 
which  was  committed  to  the  charge  of  Hazel- 
dine's  "  tiger," — the  animal  was  in  use,  though 
this  particular  species  svas  not  yet  included  in 
our  Zoological  nomenclature — and  so  placed  as 
to  be  least  exposed  to  the  notice  of  any  early 
wayfarer.  This  precaution  taken,  they  proceeded 
on  foot  to  the  place  of  action. 

Skirting  the  hill  just  mentioned,  and  turning 
their  back  upon  the  public-house  known  as  Chalk 
Farm,  the  friends  stepped  hastily  across  the  pas- 
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ture,  and,  surmounting  a  gate,  made  their  way 
diagonally  across  a  large  irregularly-shaped  field 
to  one,  on  the  southern  side  of  the  hill,  of 
smaller  dimensions  and  more  retired  aspect ; 
here,  although  somewhat  before  the  time  ap- 
pointed, they  found  the  Major  and  Lord  Can- 
nonbury  already  awaiting  their  arrival,  together 
with  a  grave-looking  gentleman  in  a  very  tight 
white  neckcloth,  who  had  been  requested  to  take 
his  walk  before  breakfast  in  that  direction. 

There  was  an  air  of  coolness  and  even  of  gaiety 
about  Faulkland  which  aroused  every  spark  of 
indignation  in  Sherborne's  bosom  ;  and  scarcely 
acknowledging  the  polite  bow  with  which  that 
gentleman  honoured  him,  he  waited  impatiently 
for  the  decisive  moment. 

A  short  conference  took  place  between  the 
seconds,  and  the  ground  was  measured. 

"  I  believe,  my  Lord,"  said  Hazeldine,  "  no- 
thing remains  but  to  present  the  weapons, — will 
you  give  the  word  ?  " 

"As  you  please,  sir,"  rejoined  Lord  Adol- 
phus  ;  and  the  exact  form  was  explained  to  the 
combatants. 
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"  Raise  your  arm  steadily  and  pull  when  you 
cover  his  knee,"  said  Hazeldine,  in  a  low  tone, 
as  he  delivered  the  pistol  to  his  principal. 

"Gentlemen,  are  you  ready?"  asked  Lord 
Adolphus,  in  a  distinct  tone, — no  answer  was 
returned  in  words,  but  the  combatants  were 
evidently  en  guard, —  he  paused  but  a  single 
second, — "  Fire  /" 

A  loud  report,  —  it  appeared  but  one, —  fol- 
lowed instantaneously.  The  pistol  dropped  from 
Sherborne's  hand,  he  staggered  and  fell  heavily 
on  the  sward. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


When  Greeks  join'd  Greeks,  then  was  the  tug  of  war. 

Lee. 


A     CONSULTATION. AN      INTERVIEW. MORE      FREE     THAN 

WELCOME. DIAMOND    CUT    DIAMOND. 

Sherborne  had  fallen  shot  through  the 
body;  the  wound,  however,  though  a  serious 
one,  was,  after  such  a  hurried  examination  as 
the  surgeon  could  give  to  it  on  the  ground,  not 
judged  to  be  mortal,  and  his  adversary,  highly 
gratified  Avith  the  termination  of  the  encounter, 
returned  hastily  to  London. 

His  rival  was  for  the  time  disabled,  but  he  was 
in  possession  of  his  secret ;  and  that  once  di- 
vulged, all  chance  of  gaining  Clara  and  her 
fortune  would  be  lost  to  him  for  ever.  Still, 
however,  he  was  out  of  the  way  for  a  time,  and 
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as  tliere  was  need  of  most  prompt  measures, 
the  Major  set  himself  to  work  with  unusual 
energy.  Everything  proceeded  in  exact  ac- 
cordance with  his  wishes.  Clara,  after  a  long 
and  painful  struggle,  yielded  to  the  continued 
solicitations  of  her  lover  and  her  father. — The 
day  was  fixed. 

The  Major  was  sitting  in  close  divan  with  his 
faithful  ally,  Mr.  Bob  Coryton,  discussing  his 
success  and  listening  to  the  hiorh  encomiums 
passed  on  his  tact  by  the  disinterested  Robert, 
when  his  old  acquaintance  Mr.  Isaaks  was  un- 
expectedly announced  to  him. 

This  worthy  personage,  availing  himself  of  the 
familiarity  conventionally  allowed  to  those  of  his 
profession,  coolly  followed  his  card  into  the  apart- 
ment, where  he  seated  himself  with  many  protes- 
tations of  being  the  Major's  very  humble  and 
obedient  servant. 

Mr.  Coryton  looked  especially  perplexed  at 
the  visitor,  and  from  certain  glances  which  he 
threw  towards  an  opposite  door,  appeared  to  l)e 
calculating  the  advantages  of  making  a  precipitate 
retreat ;    somewhat    re-assured,  however,   by   the 
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courteous  and  affable  manner  exhibited  by  the 
Jew,  he  -was  content  with  holding  himself  in 
readiness  for  a  start  should  circumstances  render 
such  a  step  advisable. 

Mr.  Isaahs,  perceiving  his  uneasiness,  endea- 
voured at  once  to  relieve  him,  and  expressed  his 
sorrow  in  the  warmest  terms  at  not  having  seen 
him  lately  at  "  The  Nick."  "  We  have  had 
some  excellent  sport  there  lately,"  he  conti- 
nued ;  "  your  friend,  Lord  Adolphus,  has  dip- 
ped a  little  too  deep.  I  was  in  hopes  I  should 
have  had  the  pleasure  of  his  company  for  a  few 
days  at  my  little  cottage ;  but  his  uncle,  or  his 
aunt,  or  grandmother  could  not  spare  his  society, 
and,  as  it  seems,  stumped  up  in  consequence." 

"  D — n  his  grandmother  !  "  muttered  Mr. 
Coryton,  with  the  most  unaffected  sincerity. 

"  With  pleasure,"  returned  the  accommodat- 
ing bailiff. 

"  When  you  have  satisfactorily  disposed  of 
his  lordship  and  his  relations,"  interposed  Faulk- 
land,  "  be  kind  enough  to  inform  me  of  your 
present  business.     I  know  your  multiplied  avo- 
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cations  permit  no  time  for  calls  of  mere  cere- 
mony." 

"  Why,  Major,  as  you  observe,  my  hands  are 
pretty  full,"  replied  Mr.  Isaaks  ;  "  but  I  thought 
I'd  just  look  in,  as  I  had  some  business  up  in 
this  part  of  the  world.  General  Wiggin —  you 
must  remember  the  general  ? — short,  stout,  red- 
faced  gentleman — complete  smash  all  over.  Un- 
common unreasonable,  too,  he  was  ;  quite  fright- 
ful, sir,  to  hear  him  swear  when  I  troubled  him 
to  step  out  of  his  cab  —  awful^  sir  !  — S'  help 
me,  if  it  Avasn't  the  most  alarming  language  I  ever 
heard  !  " 

"  You  were  shocked,  I  dare  say,"  returned 
Faulkland.  "  But  I  suppose  you  have  some 
other  communication  to  make  ? — you  need  not 
mind  Coryton." 

"  Oh,  no  ceremony  with  me ;  d — n  it,  I  '11 
be  off!  "  exclaimed  that  accommodating  gentle- 
man, making  a  corresponding  movement ;  in 
which,  however,  he  was  stayed  by  Faulk- 
land,  and   again  with  some  reluctance   took  his 

seat. 
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The  Jew  smiled,  but  very  slightly ;  just 
enough,  perhaps,  for  one  versed  in  human  nature 
to  have  detected  the  exquisite  relish  with  which  he 
was  watchiijg  the  agony  of  his  old  acquaintance. 

"  Yes — oh  yes  —  as  I  was  saying,"  he  con- 
tinued, "  I  have  a  little  matter  of  business  —  a 
mere  trifle,  hardly  worth  troubling  you  about, 
but  —  oh,  here  it  is  ;"'  and  he  extracted  from 
a  large  dingy  pocket-book  a  slip  of  paper. 
'  Copy  of  writ  —  suit  of  Messrs.  Coates,  P. 
Coates,  and  ^^^  J.  Coates,  Tailors,  Bond 
Street, — one  hundred  and  thirteen  pounds.'  — 
Know  them,  I  suppose  ?" 

"The  double-faced  rascals!"  exclaimed  the 
JMajor ;  "  they  pledged  themselves  to  postpone 
their  claims  till  after  mv  marriac^e.' 


51 


"  Varium  et  mutabile  semper  Tailor  !" 

remarked  Mr.  Coryton. 

"  I  believe,"  pursued  the  Jew,  looking  keenly 
at  Faulkland,  "  that  thev  chansjed  their  arranofe- 
ments  from  a  report  that  you  intended  spending 
the  honevmoon  at  Paris.  Thev  imagined  it  was 
not  impossible  but  that  in  the  hurry  of  departure 
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you  might  forget  so  insignificant  an  item  as  their 
little  account." 

"  This  infernal  thing  must  be  staved  off  by 
some  means,"  said  Faulkland,  after  a  pause,  "  I 
have  not  a  hundred  guineas  to  throw  away  at  a 


& 
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moment  like  this." 

"  Of  course  not,"  replied  Mr.  Isaaks,  "  you 
cannot  be  expected  to  have  leisure  to  attend  to 
such  trifles  at  present ;  leave  it  all  to  me  ;  the 
per-centage  will  be  a  mere  nothing.  The  mar- 
riage, I  believe,  takes  place  on  Tuesday 
week.?" 

The  Major  nodded. 

"  On  the  Monday,  you  remember,  we  have 
divers  little  accounts  to  make  up,  which  must 
be  completed  before  the  ceremony  can  take 
place ;  we  will  throw  this  in  with  the  rest. 
One  o'clock  is  the  hour  appointed  ;  it  will  be 
awkward  if  our  appointment  should  slip  your 
memory." 

"  At  one  I  will  hold  myself  engaged  to 
you,"  replied  the  Major  ;  "  all  will  be  then 
in  readiness." 

"  Very  good,"  observed  Mr.  Isaaks,  helping 
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himself  from  a  jug  of  claret  on  the  table. 
"  Health,  gentlemen  ! — By  the  Avay,  I  think  I 
had  a  something  for  Mr.  Coryton  ;" — and  he  pro- 
ceeded to  run  rapidly  through  the  papers  in  his 
suspicious-looking  pocket-book. 

"  Don^t  trouble  yourself,  I  beg,"  exclaimed 
the  gentleman  referred  to,  in  evident  trepidation. 
"  It  is  getting  late,  and  I  have  promised  to  join 
a  friend  ;  any  other  time  will  do  when  you  may 
happen  to  be  passing." 

"  I  don't  know  that  it  is  of  immediate  con- 
sequence," returned  the  obsequious  Mr.  Isaaks, 
who,  not,  as  it  would  appear,  finding  the  article 
he  was  in  search  of  so  readily  as  he  expected,  at 
length  closed  his  book  and  commenced  making 
his  preparations  to  depart.  "  I  dare  say  I  shall 
find  you  disengaged  before  long.  Meanwhile, 
as  Mr.  Coryton  justly  remarks,  it  is  getting  late  ; 
so,  perhaps,  gentlemen,  you  will  do  me  the  fa- 
vour to  excuse  me." 

"  Oh,  by  all  means ;  don't  mention  it,"  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Coryton,  rising  and  ringing  the  bell 
with  corresponding  politeness. 
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The  Jew  smiled,  made  sundry  low  bows,  more 
remarkable  for  their  obsequiousness  than  their 
elegance,  and  retired. 

As  soon  as  he  was  relieved  from  the  presence 
of  his  disagreeable  visiter,  the  Major  paced  the 
room  thoughtfully  for  some  time. 

"  Pray,  Major,  what  did  that  character  mean 
by  making  up  accounts  on  the  Monday  ?  "  asked 
Mr.  Cory  ton.  "  Will  such  an  arrangement  suit 
your  book  ?  " 

The  Major  gave  no  answer,  but  continued  his 
walk. 

"  Lively  and  pleasant !  "  muttered  his  friend. 
"  Come!"  he  at  length  added  in  a  louder  tone. 
"  what  new  devilry  are  you  concocting,  Major  ? 
If  it 's  a  cross  to  bite  the  Jew,  let  's  have  it ; 
and  if  Bob  Cory  ton  can  lend  a  hand" — 

"  This  settling,  as  you  rightly  divine,  does  not 
altogether  suit  my  book,"  interrupted  the  Major  ; 
"  it  must  be  avoided  at  all  risks  ;  and  there  is 
but  one  way." 

"  Well,  as  I  said,  if  Bob  Coryton  can  " — 

"  The  marriage  must  be  hastened,"  continued 
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Faulkland,  taking  no  notice  of  his  friend's  gene- 
rous devotion.  "  Do  you  keep  the  report 
alive  that  Tuesday  is  the  day  ;  the  change  shall 
be  my  care." 

"  You  '11  never  get  the  young  -woman  up  to 
the  post  before  time,"  said  Cory  ton  ;  "  she  will 
talk  to  you  about  nightcaps,  and  vow  that  the 
bows  can't  be  put  in  by  the  utmost  exertion  of 
milliner's  power  before  Tuesday  morning." 

"  She  will  not  trifle  with  me,"  replied  the 
Major,  quietly.  "  The  thing  must  be  done. 
Take  a  pen  and  paper." 

Coryton  obeyed  ;  and  having  been  very  nice  in 
his  selection  of  both  of  the  articles,  looked  to 
the  Major  for  further  instructions.  The  latter 
paused  in  his  walk,  and  after  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion began  to  dictate  the  following  epistle  : — 

"  MoN  CHER  Faulkland, 

"  Business  of  a  most  important  nature  re- 
quires my  presence  in  the  North  early  next  week, 
and  I  cannot  possibly  postpone  my  journey  later 
than  Monday.      Much  as  it  will  grieve  me  to  be 
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absent  from  your  union  with  the  fair  Clara,  I 
must  submit  to  the  privation  as  best  I  may ; 
unless,  indeed, — which  I  can  scarcely  venture  to 
hope,  —  the  lady  could  be  prevailed  upon  to 
fix  an  earlier  day,  in  which  case  nothing  should 
prevent  my  witnessing  the  happiness  of  the 
oldest  and  best  friend, 

"  Of  thine  irrevocably, 

"Adolphus   Cannonbury."" 

"  That  is  sufficient,"  said  the  Major,  on  read- 
ing the  paper.  "  The  old  boy  has  set  his  heart 
upon  having  a  real  lord  present  at  the  wedding ; 
—  so  date  it  from  Cowes,  seal  it,  and  address 
to  me." 

Previous  to  complying,  Mr.  Coryton  proceeded 
to  suggest  sundry  alterations  upon  the  now  esta- 
blished principle,  that  such  are  necessarily  im- 
provements. "  Suppose,"  said  he,  for  instance, 
"you  put  in  a  little  Latin,  —  two  or  three 
words,  —  instead  of  the  French  ;  it  looks  more 
natural  and  classical,  and — " 

"  Seal !"  said  the  Major  sharply. 

E    5 
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"  All !  well,  just  as  you  please,"  replied  Mr. 
Coryton,  with  a  slight  start ;  "  you  will  be  blown, 
that 's  all  —  you  are  safe  for  that."" 

"  Not  before  my  point  is  carried,"  replied  the 
Major,  and  the  conversation  dropped. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Speed,  Malise,  speed  ! — the  dun  deer's  hide 
On  fleeter  foot  was  never  tied  — 
Speed,  Malise,  speed  !  such  cause  of  haste 
Thine  active  sinews  never  braced ! 

Scott. 

All 's  done  !  all 's  won  ! 

Shakspeare. 


A   LONG   STORY. — A   SHORT   ONE. A    RACE   AGAINST   TIME. — 

THE    GAME  !  ! 

It  was  a  bright  clear  morning  in  spring-time  ; 
the  breeze  was  sweet  and  soft,  as,  for  the  first 
time  for  many  days,  Frank  Sherborne  stepped 
forth  into  open  air.  He  was  still  so  weak  from 
the  effects  of  the  wound  he  had  received,  in  the 
duel  which  had  proved  so  unfortunate  in  its 
result,  as  to  be  unable  to  walk  without  support, 
and  he  leaned   heavily  on  the  arm  of  Hazeldine 
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while  together  they  were  strolling  among  the  sun- 
flowers and  gooseberry-bushes  of  a  rather  ex- 
tensive kitchen-garden. 

"  Sit  here,"  said  the  latter,  leading  his  friend 
to  an  arbour,  either  side  of  which  was  garnished 
with  a  very  elaborate  representation  of  a  Grena- 
dier on  duty.  The  faces  of  these  canvass  in- 
dividuals were  as  rosy  as  if  they  were  in  the 
constant  habit  of  taking  liberal  toll  from  the 
many  glasses  of  "  cold  without "  despatched 
under  their  protection  ;  while  behind  the  respec- 
tive white  breeches  and  black  gaiters  attached 
to  the  said  convivial  countenances,  a  couple  of 
small  cannons,  very  stout,  very  much  confined  for 
room,  and  pointing  in  opposite  directions,  made 
their  appearance. 

The  pair  were  hardly  ensconced  in  this  truly 
rustic  retreat,  when  a  servant-girl,  with  her  hand 
decently  wrapped  in  a  blue  check  apron,  ap- 
proached, and  placed  a  card  upon  the  table ;  at 
the  same  time  a  gentleman  was  seen  hobbling  as 
fast  as  a  slight  touch  of  the  gout  would  permit 
him,  directly  towards  them. 
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"Colonel  Coolie!"  exclaimed  Frank  in  asto- 
nishment, 

"  Yes,"  returned  the  Colonel,  "  I  have  hunt- 
ed you  out  —  tracked  you  like  a  red-Indian  — 
found  out  from  your  old  laundress  that  a  dozen 
shirts  had  been  sent  to  some  farm  in  the  Hamp- 
stead  Road  —  made  a  good  cast,  and  here  I  am. 
And  now,  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? — 
retiring  from  public  life,  cutting  your  best  friends, 
and  stopping  to  vegetate  here  like  a  prize  cauli- 
flower?" 

Sherborne  pointed,  with  a  slight  smile,  to  his 
bandaged  side. 

"Eh!  what  —  winged?"  cried  the  Colonel. 
"  My  dear  boy,  why  didn't  you  apply  to  me  ? 
—  the  gout  might  have  gone  to  the  devil  !  I 
wouldn't  have  missed  it  if  I  had  come  upon 
crutches,  and  gone  home  in  a  hearse  !  But, 
come,  come,  let  me  have  the  whole  history — who 
was  your  man  ?" 

"  I  received  my  wound  from  the  hand  of 
Major  Faulkland,"  replied  Frank ;  "  but  the 
circumstances  which  led  to  our  meeting  involve 
rather  a  long  story." 
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"  Tell  it  then,"  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  with 
some  symptoms  of  agitation,  "  and  in  as  near 
the  space  of  two  minutes  as  possible." 

Mr.  Hazeldine  groaned,  and  Frank  commenced 
his  tale. 

"  On  the  death  of  my  late  uncle,  Mrs.  Bou- 
verie,  his  widow,  entrusted  her  only  child,  a  girl 
of  eight  years  old,  to  the  care  of  my  father,  and 
departed,  from  motives  of  economy,  to  reside 
with  some  near  relations  of  her  own  at  Boulogne. 
Meanwhile  between  the  little  Julia  and  myself, 
thus  brought  up  together,  a  strong  attachment 
arose.  I  loved  her,  —  but  as  a  sister,  for  even 
then  my  boyish  affections  were  fixed  upon  our 
playmate,  her  whom  — " 

"  You  may  skip  all  that,"  said  the  Colonel. 

Sherborne  smiled,  and  proceeded.  "  Her 
mother,  after  an  absence  of  some  years,  came  back 
a  zealous  convert  to  the  Church  of  Rome,  and 
principally  influenced,  as  I  believe,  in  her  return 
to  England  by  the  wish  of  removing  Julia  from 
the  heretical  roof  of  a  Protestant  clergyman. 
Parted  from  those  whom  kindness  had  endeared 
to  her,  and  shut   out  from  general    society  by 
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tlie  gloomy  fanaticism  of  Mrs.  Bouverie,  the 
unhappy  girl  easily  fell  a  victim  to  the  wiles  of 
a  soi-disant  Captain  Montague.  An  invalid 
marriage,  for  such  I  fear  it  will  prove,  was  cele- 
brated by  the  aid  of  her  mother's  Confessor,  and 
the  pair  fled  to  France.  Mrs.  Bouverie  survived 
the  blow  but  a  few  months  ;  and  I,  subsequently, 
met  the  forlorn  Julia  wandering  abovit  the  streets 
of  London  in  pursuit  of  the  villain  who  had 
betrayed  and  deserted  her.  —  That  villain  is 
Major  Faulkland  !" 

The  Colonel  sprang  from  his  chair  as  if  it  had 
contained  a  galvanic  battery.  "  It  is  too  late  ! 
—  it  is  too  late  !  — it  is,  by  Heaven  !""  he  ex- 
claimed, dashing  his  stick  through  the  yielding 
stomach  of  the  canvass  grenadier  :  —  "  Stay  ! — 
No  !  there  is  yet  a  single  chance.  Saddle,  and 
ride — ride  for  your  life,  to  town ;  —  he  —  that 
rascal,  Faulkland — marries  Clara  Broughton  this 
blessed  day  ! " 

"  To-day — married  !"  faltered  Frank,  looking 
wildly  at  the  Colonel.  He  turned  deadly  pale, 
and  sank  back  helpless  upon  the  bench. 

"  Don't  faint  ! — for  Heaven's  sake  don't  faint ! 
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— you  really  haven't  time  to  faint ! "  cried  Colonel 
Coolie,  in  accents  of  much  alarm.  "  Rouse  your- 
self, Frank —  do  something — stop  it  —  eleven  is 
the  hour,  —  it  hasn't  struck  yet, — it  must — it 
shall  be  prevented  ! " 

But  ere  these  words  were  spoken,  Hazeldine 
had  already  cleared  the  little  table  before  him 
at  a  bound,  and  had  disappeared  within  the 
house ;  and  the  Colonel  had  barely  time  to  in- 
form Sherborne  that  having  been  invited  to  the 
ceremony  he  had  declined  to  attend  from  a  strong 
personal  dislike  to  the  bridegroom,  and  had  re- 
solved instead  to  discover  the  retreat  of  his  jilted 
friend,  when  George  returned. 

"  My  cab  is  ready  ! "  cried  he  ;  "and  if 
eleven  be  the  hour,  the  game  is  not  gone  :  we 
will  have  one  stroke  for  it  yet.""  So  saying,  he 
almost  carried,  rather  than  assisted,  Sherborne  to 
the  vehicle  : —  the  diminutive  "  tiger"  flung  him- 
self on  behind,  and  away  like  the  wind  flew  Mr. 
George  Hazeldine's  cabriolet. 

"  Hollo  ! — stop,  —  the  devil  ! — stop  ! — what's 
to  become  of  me  ?"  roared  the  Colonel ;  but  he 
roared  in  vain. 
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"  A  coach  will  be  up  by  one,  sir,"  remarked 
the  red-armed,  red-faced  servant  girl ;  and  "  'sith 
'twould  no  better  be,"  the  abandoned  field-officer, 
after  letting  loose  a  volley  of  unheeded  invec- 
tives, Avas  fain  to  set  himself  down  by  the  lace- 
rated grenadier,  and  cool  his  heels  and  his  im- 
patience as  best  he  might,  till  the  arrival  of  the 
expected  vehicle  should  give  him  a  chance  of 
rejoining  his  associates. 

The  morning  selected  for  the  nuptials  of  Clara 
Broughton  and  Major  Faulkland,  was,  as  we 
have  already  said,  a  bright  and  lovely  one.  The 
contented  citizens  of  London  suggested  to  each 
other  as  they  met  in  their  streets  and  dusky 
lanes,  that  "  it  must  be  a  fine  day  in  the  coun- 
try ;"  while  those  who  possessed  rural  retreats 
in  and  about"  Turnham  Green,  and  the  like  agri- 
cultural districts,  replied,  with  a  grave  shake  of 
the  head,  that  the  country  would,  of  the  two, 
rather  prefer  wet  weather, — especially  if  the  said 
retreats  possessed  six  square  feet  of  grass-plot. 

At  the  Broughtons'  meanwhile  all  was  bustle 
and  gaiety  ;  servants,  pastrycooks,  and  artificers 
of  every  description   were   running   in   and  out 
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with  as  miicli  earnestness  as  if  the  future  welfare 
of  the  young  couple  was  solely  and  entirely  de- 
pendent upon  the  colour  of  a  particular  ribbon, 
or  the  preparation  of  some  recherche  dish.  Many 
and  various  were  the  packages  and  boxes  deli- 
vered and  returned  ;  but  among  them  one  of 
oblong  shape  directed  to  Mr.  Broughton  himself 
gave  rise  to  no  small  speculations. 

The  housemaid,  who  had  once  lived  with  a 
dissenting  minister,  thought  it  looked  like  a  ser- 
mon-box, and  hinted  that  it  might  contain  spiritual 
sustenance  for  the  bride. 

"It  is  more  likely  preserves,"  remarked  the 
housekeeper,  a  little  contemptuously. 

"  Or  pickles,"  said  the  cook. 

"  Well,  it  must  be  something,"  declared  Miss 
Broughton's  own  maid. 

The  footman  did  not  see  the  necessity ; — but 
he  was  addicted  to  reading  Locke  and  Dialectics. 

The  lady's  maid  was  right,  —  they  always 
are,  —  it  was  something,  and  something  which 
threw  the  whole  household  into  ecstacies  of  won- 
derment, being  no  less  than  a  bran  new  coat  of 
an  inexpressible  colour,  and  a  satin  waistcoat  of 
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an  indescribable  pattern,  apparelled  in  which  Mr. 
Broughton  himself  soon  after  descended  trium- 
phantly to  the  breakfast  parlour.  Mr.  Jenkins's 
astonishment  was  of  course  the  most  natural  and 
unbounded,  because  that  individual  alone  had 
pre\iously,  for  his  own  express  satisfaction,  ex- 
amined the  contents  of  the  mysterious  box  in 
question.  Miss  Magge  pronounced  the  general 
effect  to  be  anything  but  sublime,  and  with  un- 
pardonable levity  ran  giggling  up  stairs,  murmur- 
ing "  What  an  old  coxcomb  ! " 

The  ears  of  an  old  beau  adorning  himself  for 
a  wedding  party  are  remarkably  acute — "  What 
a  very  ill-bred  woman  !  "    said   Mr.  Broughton, 

"and  with  no  more   taste  than "  but  the 

comparison  could  not  be  distinguished. 

Everything  was  now  arranged  ;  the  breakfast- 
table  had  been  laid  out,  and  relaid  out,  and  laid 
out  again  under  the  immediate  direction  of  the 
amiable  spinster ;  nothing  remained  to  be  done, 
and  everybody  was  engaged  in  doing  it.  The 
bridesmaids,  young  and  happy,  had  assembled, 
—  the  gay  laugh  rang  in  the  chambers,  —  every 
eye  was  bright  —  every  face  was  smiling  —  eveiy 
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face  save  one. — There  was  one  pale  brow,  wliich 
should  have  flushed  deepest  with  delight ; — one 
cold  and  heavy  heart,  which  should  have  beat  the 
warmest  and  lightest  with  love  and  hope. 

Sad  and  inattentive  to  what  was  passing  around 
her  sat  the  bride,  —  in  vain  did  they  deck  her 
with  the  choicest  gems,  —  in  vain  did  the  sun 
shine  brightly  in  the  heavens, — it  was  a  dull  and 
a  cheerless  day  to  her.  Once  her  eye  flashed 
with  a  gleam  of  triumph — a  wild  thrill  of  joy 
shot  through  her  heart  —  Frank  might  yet  be 
true — her  vows  were  yet  unregistered — her  hand 
was  still  her  own. — A  knock  sounded  at  the 
door,  and  her  father  entered.  The  hour  was 
come,  and  her  future  husband  awaited  her.  The 
cold  chill  fell  again  with  added  heaviness  upon 
her  spirit  —  her  dimmed  eye  filled  with  tears  — 
she  felt  that  it  was  too  late  ! 

Meanwhile,  fast  and  furious  was  the  pace  at 
which  Mr.  George  Hazeldine  drove  his  friend  to- 
wards town.  Of  all  the  accomplishments,  and 
they  were  many,  upon  which  that  elegant  young 
gentleman  prided  himself,  driving  he  esteemed 
to  be  his  forte  ;  nor  did  he  so,  as  the  present 
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occasion  testified,  without  a  cause.  In  and  out 
did  he  dasli — rounded  corners — ^gallopped  down 
hills  at  full  speed,  without  damaging  so  much  as 
one  single  little  boy,  old  woman,  or  any  other 
"  unconsidered  trifle."  Mothers  snatched  their 
dirty  urchins  to  their  side  as  he  passed,  and 
boxed  their  little  dirty  ears  for  their  not  having 
been  run  over  ;  carters  wondered,  and  hackney- 
coachmen  felt  nervous  at  his  progress. 

It  wanted  exactly  four  minutes  to  eleven  as 
they  turned  into  Tottenham-court  Road :  the 
clock  had  not  struck  the  hour  when  they  entered 
the  square. 

At  Mr.  Broughton's  door  stood  a  handsome 
open  carriage  and  four,  to  which  four  posters 
were  attached ;  the  '  boys,'  as  they  are  conven- 
tionably  termed,  having  white  rosettes  in  their 
hats  and  being  well  appointed  for  travelling. — A 
crowd  of  lads  and  other  idlers  was  collected 
around  ;  —  they  separated  and  formed  a  lane, 
through  which  a  lady  was  handed  into  the  vehicle, 
—  and  Major  Faulkland  followed. 

"It  is  done,  by  all  that 's  d — nable  !  "  cried 
Hazeldine,  as  he  reined  up  his  panting  beast  : 
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it  was  too   true  ! — The  hour  had  been  changed, 
— Clara  was  a  wedded  wife  ! 

"  Clara  —  my  own  lost  Clara  ! "  exclaimed 
Frank,  as  he  sprang  from  the  vehicle  and  fel 
exhausted  upon  the  pavement. 

The  postilions  clapped  spurs  to  their  horses, — 
the  Major  rose  up  in  the  carriage, — he  had  caught 
sight  of  his  baffled  rival,  and  cried  with  exulta~ 
tion  as  they  clattered  off, 

"  THE    GAME    IS    WON  !  " 
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THE  INHERITANCE. 
CHAPTER  I. 

Yet  e'en  these  bones  from  insiilt  to  protect, 

Some  frail  memorial  still  erected  nigh, 
With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  sculptures  deck'd. 

Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh. 

Gray. 


A    VICARAGE    AND    A    VICAR    OF    THE    OLDEN    TIME. A    RE- 
TURN.  A    RAMBLE. A    GRAVE    SCENE. 

Situate  among  the  well-wooded  hillfe  that 
surround  the  city  of  Canterbury, — and  but  a 
few  miles  from  its  venerable  towers, — stood,  not 
many  years  ago,  and  stills  stands, — sed  quantum 
mutatus, — the  pretty  little  vicarage  of  Meltham. 

VOL.  III.  F 
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It  was  one  of  those  delightfully  picturesque  and 
uncomfortable  dwellings  that  are  disappearing 
fast  from  the  civilized  world.  The  walls  were 
of  plaster,  strengthened  by  large  oaken  beams 
placed  cross-wise,  called  in  the  dialect  of  the 
county  "  a  noggin,""  and  supported  a  thick  reed- 
thatched  roof.  From  the  latter  peeped  out  little 
pigeon-hole  windows,  through  which  a  few  strag- 
gling rays  of  light  found  their  way  into  the 
diminutive  bedrooms.  Air  had  ready  access 
through  a  variety  of  channels.  A  low  portal 
and  a  descending  step  admitted  visiters  or  rain- 
water, or  both,  as  the  case  might  be,  into  a 
hall,  large  in  proportion  to  the  size  of  the  build- 
ing, which,  by  the  way,  was  further  furnished  on 
the  exterior  with  a  plentiful  and  picturesque 
supply  of  ivy  and  earwigs.  In  front  of  this 
domicile  extended  a  sloping  lawn  flanked  on 
each  side  by  rows  of  lofty  elms  which  formed,  as 
it  were,  a  frame  for  the  lovely  picture  of  hill  and 
dale,  meadow  and  woodland,  that  stretched  for 
miles  beyond. 

I  make  use  of  the  past  tense,  for,  as  I  have 
already  hinted,  the  place  has   been   greatly  al- 
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tered  and  consequently  improved  of  late.  Un- 
der the  superintendence  of  the  present  vicar,  (a 
gentleman  of  consummate  taste  and  learning,) 
the  trees  have  been  cut  down  for  repairs,  and 
the  situation  rendered  all  the  drier  thereby; 
while  the  present  appearance  of  the  house  is  that 
of  a  commodious,  square-built,  red  brick  man- 
sion, adorned  with  a  slated  roof,  French  win- 
dows, bright  green  door,  and  a  brilliant  brass 
knocker  to  match. 

It  was  on  a  very  fine  afternoon   in  May  that 
a  pleasant-looking,  elderly  personage,  and  some- 
what   corpulent   withal,   might   have    been  seen 
pacing  hurriedly  the   lawn  just   described.     He 
was  apparelled  in  garments  that  had  once  been 
black  :   what  their  colour  now  might  be,  it  was 
difficult  perhaps  to  determine.     His  hat,  too,  at 
some    distant    period   a   very  reverend   and  be- 
coming "  shovel,"   had  long  lost  every  trace  of 
its  original  shape :    his  shirt-frill  and  neckcloth, 
albeit  in   themselves  of   snowy  whiteness,  were 
abundantly  besprinkled    with    snuff.       He   wore 
large  buckles  in  his  shoes,  and  little  buckles  at 
his  knees :  in  short,  he  had  all  the  air  of  a  re- 
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spectable  country  clergyman,  who  paid  greater 
attention  to  liis  discourses  tlian  to  his  appear- 
ance, and  was  familiar  rather  with  the  Fathers 
than  the  fashions. 

"  Dear  me,"  muttered  the  elderly  gentleman, 
mounting  carefully  upon  a  garden  chair  which 
aiforded  him  a  more  extended  vision  over  an 
angle  of  the  road,  and  haling  from  his  fob  a 
gigantic  silver  watch, — "it's  very  strange.  Half- 
past  four  o''clock,  and  not  yet  arrived.  They 
must  have  met  with  some  accident.  I  dreaded 
as  much  when  I  found  they  were  coming  by 
the  '  New  Patent  Safety.'  Why  would  not  the 
old  Regulator  do  ?  there  was  plenty  of  time."" 
So  saying,  and  condemning  in  toto  all  modern 
inventions,  new-fangled  notions,  &c.  &c.,  the 
liev.  Josiah  Sherborne  descended  from  his  perch. 

He  took  a  few  more  turns,  then  seated  him- 
self beneath  the  ample  shade  of  a  widely-spread- 
ing elm,  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  brow, 
,and  had  recourse  to  a  half-emptied  tumbler  that 
stoop  on  a  little  table  by  his  side. 

His  next  survey  repaid  him  better.  The 
London  coach,  notwithstanding  it  was  a  "  patent 
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safety"  one,  appeared  in  sight.  It  stopped  to 
deposit  passengers  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill  on 
the  high  turnpike  road,  from  which  the  less 
frequented  lane,  that  passed  to  the  Vicarage, 
diverged,  at  the  distance  of  some  half-mile  be- 
low ;  and  shortly  afterwards  the  worthy  parson's 
own  four-wheeled  chaise,  which  had  been  dis- 
patched by  way  of  Long-boat  to  receive  his 
expected  visiters  at  the  point  of  their  debarka- 
tion,— drove  steadily  up  to  the  gate. 

"  Thank  Heaven  you  are  come  at  last  !"  ex- 
claimed the  old  gentleman,  his  whole  counte- 
nance radiant  with  pleasure.  "  How  d  'ye  do, 
my  dear  boy  ?  I  am  delighted  to  see  you  ; "  and 
he  seized  by  both  hands  a  young  man  who 
sprang  to  the  ground  to  meet  him.  "  Why,  yes, 
— I  declare, — you  certainly  are  grown.  Martha, 
don't  you  think  he  's  grown  ?" 

"  Oh,  grown  !  to  be  sure  he  is,"  replied  the 
aged  gentlewoman,  thus  addressed,  with  the  least 
possible  admixture  of  irony  in  her  assent.  In 
fact,  it  was  the  invariable  remark  of  Mr.  Sher- 
borne on  seeing  his  son  after  an  absence  of  any 
length.     He   had  watched  his  progress   from  a 
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child,  and  really  believed  that  each  succeeding 
year  added  something  to  his  stature.  Frank, 
meanwhile, — for  it  was  he, — ^having  lifted  a  little 
child  from  the  vehicle,  proceeded  to  assist  a  lady 
closely  veiled  to  disriiount. 

''Welcome  !  welcome  !"  exclaimed  his  father, 
—  "  welcome,    my     dear    Miss  —  Mistress  — 

Miss " 

—  "  Mistress  Montague,"  interrupted  Frank, 
with  emphasis. 

"  My  poor  dear  Julia,"  exclaimed  the  old  man, 
as,  breaking  through  all  restraint,  he  clasped  her 
in  his  arms,  and  gave  her  a  salute  expressive 
of  even  parental  affection,  —  "there,  take  her, 
take  her,  sister." 

Miss  Martha's  reception,  however,  though 
kind,  was  not  entirely  divested  of  formality,  and 
after  a  brief  greeting  of  a  more  ceremonious 
description,  the  spinster  busied  herself  in  look- 
ing after  the  bandboxes  ;  while  Mr.  Sherborne, 
catching  up  the  little  child  in  one  arm,  sup- 
ported his  trembling  visiter  on  the  other  to- 
wards the  entrance  of  the  house. 

Contrary  even  to  her  own  expectations,  Julia 
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had  rallied  most  surprisingly.  Uncertainty,  often 
far  more  torturing  to  tlie  mind  than  even  posi- 
tive and  ascertained  evil,  had  been  removed. 
She  now  knew  the  worst.  She  had  found  more- 
over a  friend,  one  who  tended  her  with  the 
affection  of  a  brother. 

The  society  too  of  his  early  playmate  seemed 
in  some  measure  to  enlighten  the  gloom  that 
yet  hung  around  the  spirits  of  Frank : — with  re- 
spect to  Clara,  lost  to  him  although  she  was, 
he  had  determined  to  watch  over  her  welfare  in 
silence  and  in  secret,  and,  unless  Major  Faulk- 
land's  subsequent  conduct  should  render  it  im- 
possible, to  suffer  her  to  remain  in  happy  igno- 
rance of  her  husband's  previous  career.  Beg- 
ging therefore  his  friend  Hazeldine  to  keep  an 
eye  upon  that  gentleman's  motions,  Frank  had 
determined  to  place  the  invalid  beneath  his  own 
father's  roof.  How  that  good  old  man  approv- 
ed his  design  and  received  the  lost  one  into  his 
bosom  has  been  already  seen. 

Weeks  glided  calmly  on,  and  an  air  of  cheer- 
fulness gradually  pervaded  the  little  vicarage. 
Frank  struggled  hard  to  appear  gay,  and  Julia  her- 
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self  brightened  and  seemed  content  when  he  was 
by.  Even  Miss  Martha  abated  the  greater  por- 
tion of  her  reserve ;  and  as  for  the  old  gentleman, 
he  was  thoroughly  and  undisguisedly  happy. 

As  the  summer  advanced  they  would  sit  toge- 
ther in  the  cool  evenings  under  the  shade  of  some 
lofty  tree,  and  listen  to  the  quaint  stories  which 
the  vicar,  over  his  sober  glass  of  home-brewed, 
loved  to  extract  from  the  Nuremhurgh  Chronicle-) 
and  other  tomes  of  equal  age  and  veracity  ;  while 
little  Alfred,  seated  upon  his  knee,  would  replace 
all  the  insects  in  the  old  gentleman's  tumbler, 
with  as  much  industry  as  its  owner  had  shewn  in 
extracting  them,  and  then  the  old  gentleman 
would  very  naturally  wonder  where  on  earth  all 
the  wasps  and  flies  could  come  from. 

Frequently,  too,  would  they  stroll  among  the 
rich  meadows,  wander  on  the  banks  of  the  spark- 
ling Stour,  or  seek  from  the  summit  of  some  up- 
land knoll  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  distant  sea. 

On  one  of  these  occasions  the  chaise  was 
put  into  requisition  for  an  excursion  of  unusual 
length ;  the  party  was  bent  on  visiting  "  The 
Lady's    Grave,"  a  remarkable  spot  in  a  neigh- 
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bouring  parish,  some  six  or  seven  miles  distant 
from  the  village. 

"  The  Lady''s  Grave,"  as  it  was  called,  was  a 
large  slab  of  granite  almost  hidden  by  weeds  and 
long  rank  grass ;  it  was  situated  in  the  middle 
of  a  large  enclosure,  and  on  the  summit  of  a 
mound  of  some  extent,  around  which  rose  the 
worn-out  trunks  of  several  decayed  trees,  appa- 
rently coeval  with  the  tumulus  which  they  sur- 
rounded, and  seemed  as  it  were  to  guard. 

The  day  was  sultry,  and  the  little  party,  having 
examined  the  tomb,  for  such  it  undoubtedly  was, 
— having  given  vent  to  their  speculations  as  to  the 
bones  which  might  repose  beneath,  and  endea- 
voured, but  in  vain,  to  decipher  something  of  an 
obliterated  inscription,  were  thinking  of  return- 
ing, when  certain  broad  and  heavy  drops  of  rain 
gave  promise  of  a  coming  storm. 

Fortunately,  at  no  great  distance  they  espied 
a  cottage,  and  thither  they  hastened  with  all 
the  speed  they  could  exert.  The  building 
was  of  an  irregular  shape,  two  of  the  walls 
having,  to  all  appearance,  once  formed  part  of 
a   mansion    of   far  greater   pretensions,   while   a 
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rude  frontage  was  thrown  across  of  a  humbler 
and  more  modem  construction.  The  interior 
was  neat  and  comfortable  in  the  extreme,  and 
a  very  clean-looking,  lively  old  woman  gave  the 
fugitives  a  ready  welcome. 

As  the  conversation  naturally  turned  upon  the 
object  of  their  late  visit,  various  conjectures  were 
hazarded  respecting  the  occupant  of  so  singular  a 
grave,  and  the  cause  of  her  having  fixed  upon 
such  an  unusual  spot, — surmises  were  offered  as 
to  whether  the  Lady  had  been  a  Witch,  or  a 
Saint,  or  anything  equally  distinguished,  while 
Frank  went  the  length  of  expressing  doubts  of 
its  being  a  grave  at  all,  and  Miss  Martha  declar- 
ed that  if  it  did,  indeed,  belong  to  a  Lady,  it 
was  a  very  indelicate  thing  of  her  to  have  it 
made  in  so  conspicuous  a  situation.  The  hostess 
smiled  rather  in  pity  than  in  anger  at  all  this 
ignorance  and  infidelity,  and  volunteered  to  give 
the  true  and  particular  history  of  its  origin,  as 
recorded,  she  said,  by  a  very  clever  young  gentle- 
man, an  Oxford  Scholar,  who  had  been  to  see  the 
place  the  summer  before,  and  "  knew  all  about  it." 
The  rain  still  falling  heavily  and  fast,  her  offer 
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was  eagerly  accepted,  and  the  party  drawing  their 
chairs  closer  round  the  fire,  she  opened  a  corner- 
cupboard  of  well-polished  walnut-tree,  and  pro- 
duced from  beneath  a  China  bowl,  its  dulce  decus, 
a  few  leaves  of  ill-written  manuscript,  which  the 
"  Oxford  Scholar,"  it  seems,  had  made  his  elderly 
hostess  a  present  of  on  his  departure,  and  from 
which  Francis,  not  without  difficulty,  managed  to 
decipher  the  following  lamentable  and  most  vera- 
cious history. 

THE  LADY'S  GRAVE. 

THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  NINE  ELM  TREES. 

Bright  and  fair  was  the  Lady  St.  Clair, 
Her  brow  was  noble,  her  smile  was  bland ; 

And  her  sun-bright  hair  had  dimmed  the  glare 
That  beamed  from  her  coronet ""s  circling  band. 

Her  riches  were  greater  than  I  can  enumerate, 
Nor  would  you  believe  my  account  if  I  did  ; 

Then  her  temper  was  mild — and  she  never  would 
fume,  or  rate 
Servants  for  not  doing  what  they  were  bid. 
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With  all  these  attractions,  you  needn't  be  told 
That  she'd  lovers  in  plenty  of  every  degree, 

But  some  were  too  cold,  and  some  were  too  bold 
To  suit  with  her  maiden  modesty. 

At  their  offers  so  free,    she  would  laugh  with 
glee. 
To    try  if  their  patience  or  pride   were   the 
strongest ; 
Till  all  yielded  save  three,  who,  on  bended  knee, 
Still    proffer'd    their    vows    the    loudest    and 
longest. 

The  first  was  a  Courtier,  a  very  gay  gentleman, 

Guarded  with  gold  (mosaic?)  and  lace, 
But  whenever  the  lady  asked,  "  Pray  what's  your 
rental,  man  ?  " 
He  talked    about    "  Sentiment,   Angels,   and 
Grace." 

The  next  was  an  Alderman,  baiting  his  hooks 
With  presents  of  turtle,  when  not  over  dear ; 

Instead  of  soft  looks,  he  referred  to  his  books, 
And  promised  to  "  settle  five  hundred  a  year." 
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The  third  was  a  Hero,  in  brown  pantaloons, 
Flanked  with  blood-red  stripes  of  the  deepest 
dye; 
He  wore  large   moustaches,  and  looked  at  the 
spoons. 
And  the  "  King's  pattern  "  forks,  with  an  elo- 
quent eye. 

Each  pleaded  his  passion  with  fervour  and  might. 
And  urged  every  point  that  could  aid  and  abet 
it; 
But  her  Ladyship  answered  in  accents  polite, 
"  Gentlemen  all — don^  you  wish  you  may  get 
it  ?  " 


«( 


Now  listen,"  she  added,  "and  mark  me  aright, 
No  one  may  hope  my  wild  fancy  to  please, 
Till   he 's  watch'd    a  whole   night  without   fail, 
— '  honour  bright ! ' — 
In  the  haunted  ring  of  the  Nine  Elm  Trees." 

A  thunderbolt    hurlM    from    the    storm-charged 
skies, 
Had  not  so  bothered  these  Bachelors  three  ; 
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They  had  opened  their  eyes  with  far  less  sur- 
prise 
Than  they  did  when  they  heard  this  alarming 
decree. 

The  Courtier  said  "  No — not  for  ten  times  her 
riches ! " — 
The  Alderman  "  thought  it  would  not  be  re- 
spectable ; " 
While  He  in  brown  breecjies  said  something  of 
Witches, 
And  Goblins,  and  Ghosts, — and  things  quite 
as  delectable. 

Then  out  and  spake  a  gallant  young  Page, 
"  O  lovely  Lady  for  one  bright  smile, 

I  '11  gladly  engage  to  watch  there  an  age. 

Though  Satan  keep  company  all  the  while." — 

One  smiling  glance  the  Lady  bestows, 

O'er  bosom  and  brow  her  blood  mounts  high ; 

And  the  Man  in  brown  clothes  thrice  tapped  his 
nose, 
And  most  maliciously  cocked  his  eye. 
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And  now  'tis  the  hour  when  bad  Spirits  Lave 
power 

To  quit  for  a  while  their  lonely  bed, 
And  cottage,  and  tower,  and  palace,  and  bower 

Teem  with  the  shades  of  the  noiseless  dead. 

Through  the  damp  chill  air  goes  the  Lady  St. 
Clair, 

She  cares  not  a  fig  for  the  midnight  breeze, 
— In  a  gentleman's  hat,  and  a  dark  roquelaire. 

She  speeds  her  way  to  the  Nine  Elm  Trees. 


"  What  nonsense  !"  interrupted  Miss  Martha 
Sherborne,  who  had  been  looking  fidgetty  for 
some  time.  "  In  the  first  place  there  are  not 
nine  trees,  and  secondly,  they  are  none  of  them 
elms." 

"  If  they  are  not,  they  ought  to  be,"  replied 
the  old  woman,  with  undisturbed  gravity,  and 
Frank  continued :  — 
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She  had  determined,  in  sportive  jest, 

To  "  play  the  devil,"  for  once,  without  meta- 
phor. 
Thinking  it  best  in  that  way  to  test 

A  proof  of  true  love  which  she  could  never  get 
afore. 

But  scarce  had  she  taken  her  secret  stand  — 
Scarce  had  she  cast  one  glance  around. 

Ere  a  deadly  blow,  from  an  unseen  hand, 

With  her  life-blood  dyed  the  haunted  ground. 

The  Lady's  shrieks  soon  aroused  from  their  beds 
All  who  were  sleeping,  and  all  who  were  not; — 

Heads  over  heels,  and  heels  over  heads. 
They  hurried  en  masse  to  that  fatal  spot. 

Then  while  all  stood  around  in  alarm  and  per- 
plexity, 
Forth  stepped  the  Man  with  the  martial  habili- 
ment ; 
He  admitted  the  fact, —  and  expressed  himself 
vex't  that  he 
Caused  so  much  mischief  when  no  kind  of  ill 
he  meant. 
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He  declared,  "'pon  his  honour,"  'twas  all  a  mis- 
take,— 
That  the  Page  was  the  person  he  wanted  to  stick, 
And  all  sorts  of  apologies  offered  to  make 

For  pinking  the  Lady,  and  spoiling  the  trick. 

Not  a  word  more  tarried  that  Page  to  hear, 
But  ordered  them  straight  a  stout  cord  to  pre- 
pare ; 

Which  having  fixed  under  the  Gentleman's  ear, 
He  turned  to  his  Lady-love  bleeding  there. 

All  in  vain  did  he  strive  her  red  blood  to  staunch — 
By  the  fatal  tree  expired  the  maid ; — 

So  the  caitiff  they  launch  from  the  topmost  branch. 
And  bury  the  Lady  beneath  its  shade  ! 

Sherborne  ceased  to  read  —  and  as  the  storm 
had  by  this  time  ceased  too,  the  party  rose  and 
began  to  think  of  making  preparations  for  their 
departure. 

"But  the  Page — pray  what  became  of  the 
Page  ?"  inquired  Julia,  with  a  little  hesitation, 
and  directing  a  glance  at  Frank. 
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*'  Oh,  the  page!"  replied  the  old  woman, — 
"  I  really  am  not  quite  sure, — but  I  think  the 
young  gentleman  said  that  he,  some  time  after- 
wards, married  the  late  Lady's  cook,  and  turned 
barber ;  and  that  Joe  Hogden,  one  of  his  de- 
scendants, is  still  living  in  the  village,  and 
follows  the  same  business."" 

The  concluding  part  of  this  tradition  was  very 
naturally  considered  by  the  younger  people  to 
be  perfectly  impossible.  Miss  Martha,  however, 
esteemed  it  to  be  by  far  the  most  probable  part 
of  the  whole  story. 

Meanwhile,  the  shower  having  gone  off  dis- 
playing its  peacock-like  tail  in  a  bow  of  un- 
common brilliancy,  the  old  gentleman  forced  a 
trifle  upon  their  hostess,  whose  "  rescued  page 
of  legendary  lore  "  had  afforded  them  so  much 
entertainment — and  bidding  her  a  hearty  farewell, 
the  party  proceeded  to  their  carriage. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Betsy  Jones  is  married  ! 

Pray  what  says  St.  Paul  ? 
If  I  'm  not  mistaken, 

"  Marry  not  at  all  ! " 

Girls  before  you  marry 

Mind  this  golden  rule  — 
"  Look  before  you  leap  !  " 

Or  else  you  '11  play  the  Fool ! 

Old  Song. 


MATRIMONY  AND  REPENTANCE. THE  SYMPATHISING  FRIEND. 

THE    COMPLAISANT    HUSBAND. THE    ANGRY    FATHER. 

FAMILY    JARS. 

Turn  we  now,  gentle  reader,  to  the  "  Happy 
Couple,"  as  it  is  the  custom  to  call  all  whom  the 
Saifron-coloured  God  has  once  enmeshed  in  his 
net,  though  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  perhaps, 
the  parties  might  well  plead  a  misnomer. 
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A  joyless  honeymoon  did  it  prove  for  poor 
Clara ; — in  vain  did  she  strive  to  banish  from  her 
memory  the  vision  that  had  disturbed  her  bridal 
day.  The  image  of  Frank,  pale,  ghastly,  and 
reproachful,  was  ever  before  her  as  she  had  seen 
him  for  one  moment,  and  for  one  moment  only — 
as  the  carriage  parted  from  her  father's  door — 
her  husband,  however,  had  never  alluded  to  the 
circumstance,  and  she  dared  not  question  him — 
she  dared  not  even  think  of  it. 

Major  Faulkland,  meanwhile,  treated  her  in 
every  respect  with  the  most  scrupulous  attention 
—  he  consulted  her  upon  every  point,  and  paid 
the  utmost  deference  to  her  every  wish,  but 
yet  a  cold  and  chilly  manner  seemed  to  hang 
around  his  very  kindness,  and  Clara  longed 
for  the  time  when  she  should  once  again  enjoy 
the  society  of  her  father. 

Arrived  in  London,  and  established  in  a  hand- 
some house  in  the  vicinity  of  Berkeley  Square, 
the  Major's  conduct  began  gradually  to  undergo 
a  change; — he  did  not,  indeed,  relax  in  his 
politeness,  but  became  wonderfully  deficient  in 
attendance  —  day  after  day  he  dined  out,  and  re- 
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turned  at  hours,  and  sometimes  in  a  state,  by 
no  means  usual  with  lords  who  are  supposed  to 
"  love  their  ladies."  More  than  once,  too,  "  urgent 
business"  had  detained  him  all  night : — occasion- 
ally indeed  he  did  pass  an  evening  at  home,  but 
it  was  only  to  entertain  a  party  of  gentlemen 
whose  manners  and  conversation  were  neither  of 
them  very  pleasing  to  his  bride.  Play  invariably 
succeeded  to  these  entertainments,  and  seldom 
did  they  terminate  before  broad  daylight. 

Shunning  the  sickly  glare  of  the  drawing-room 
lamps,  and  alone  in  her  elegant  but  solitary 
boudoir,  Clara  felt  herself  neglected,  and  began 
bitterly  to  repent  the  hasty  step  she  had  taken ; 
nor  was  this  her  only  source  of  uneasiness. 

Lord  Adolphus  Cannonbury  was  now  become 
a  frequent  visiter,  and  his  attentions  to  her, 
though  not  positively  offensive,  were  still  so 
marked  that  she  felt  surprised  and  even  piqued  at 
her  husband's  total  indifference  on  the  matter^ 
Her  only  hours  of  anything  approaching  to  hap- 
piness were  spent  with  her  father ;  nor  did  her 
long  and  oft-repeated  visits  to  Russell  Square 
draw  the  least   comment  from  the  Major — the 
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same  bland   smile,  and  the  same  set  speeches, 
ever  awaited  her. 

One  evening  she  was  sitting  behind  the  old 
gentleman,  who,  together  with  the  Colonel,  Mr. 
Thugg,  and  Miss  Magge,  was  deeply  engaged  in 
his  favourite  game  of  whist,  when  a  servant 
announced  that  a  person  wished  to  speak  with 
Mr.  Broughton  alone,  and  upon  business  that 
would  admit  of  no  delay. 

Miss  Magge  was  in  a  perfect  agony  of  curi- 
osity.— Who  could  it  possibly  be  at  that  time 
of  night  ? — What  could  his  business  be  ? — The 
house  could  not  be  on  fire,  because  that  would 
have  been  announced  immediately,   and  besides 
there  was  no  disturbance  in  the  street. — Was  it 
possible  that  the  butler  had  gone  mad  and  cut 
his  throat  ? — No — he  had  officiated  at  the  side- 
board during  dinner  with  his  customary  noncha- 
lance. What  could  it  be  ? — A  quarter  of  an  hour 
glided  by,  the  Colonel  and  Mr.  Thugg  grumbled 
audibly  —  another  elapsed — perhaps  some  villain 
had  introduced   himself  into  the   house   for  the 
purpose  of  strangling  the  host,  and  stealing  the 
spoons  ;  —  but  no  !  Miss  Magge  distinctly  heard 
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from  tlie  landing-place,  on  ■which  she  had  has- 
tened to  post  herself,  voices  in  the  dining-room 
below. 

An  hour  had  nearly  elapsed  when  the  parlour 
door  opened,  and  a  man,  enveloped  in  a  large 
cloak,  crossed  the  hall  and  quitted  the  house.  In 
a  few  minutes  Mr.  Broughton  rejoined  his  guests 
— but  how  changed ! — his  face  was  pale  as  that  of 
a  corpse,  a  cold  perspiration  stood  upon  his  brow, 
and  every  limb  trembled  as  if  labouring  under 
the  paroxysm  of  an  ague. 

He  replied  not  a  word  to  the  urgent  inquiries 
of  the  inquisitive  spinster,  nor  would  he  afford 
any  explanation  to  his  alarmed  and  anxious 
daughter ;  in  vain  did  the  latter,  fearing  he  was 
seriously  ill,  beg  to  be  allowed  to  pass  the  night 
in  watching  by  his  pillow.  He  would  not  listen 
for  one  moment  to  the  proposal ;  he  said  "  it 
was  a  mere  trifle,"  and  endeavoured  to  resume 
his  game.  He  finished  it — but  at  its  close,  for 
the  first  time  in  her  life,  Clara  saw  tears  standing 
in  the  old  man's  eyes  as  he  kissed  her  at  part- 
ing for  the  night,  and  bade  "  God  bless  her." 

From  that  day  Mr.  Broughton  was  an  altered 
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man,  — he  muttered  to  himself  with  the  tears 
trickling  clown  his  cheeks,  shut  himself  up  in  his 
own  room  alone  for  days  together, — saw  scarcely 
any  one — and  not  only  refused  to  unravel  the 
mystery  which  was  evidently  in  some  way  con- 
nected with  the  arrival  of  his  nocturnal  visiter 
of  the  evening  alluded  to,  but  became  irritable 
if  that  interview  was  even  hinted  at, — his  usual 
elasticity  of  mind  seemed  quite  destroyed,  and 
his  spirit  broken. 

This  evident  distress  of  her  father,  which  she 
was  not  permitted  to  share,  increased  the  un- 
easiness of  Clara  ;  she  began  to  view,  too,  the 
attentions  of  Lord  Adolphus,  which  became  more 
pointed  every  day,  not  only  with  disgust  but 
almost  with  alarm. 

One  morning  his  lordship  entered  her  boudoir 
unannounced  ;  Clara  had  been  weeping — seating 
himself  by  her  side,  he  commenced  a  common- 
place apology  for  his  intrusion,  but  suddenly 
checking  himself,  continued  in  an  altered  and 
tender  tone, 

"  But,  my  dear  Mrs.  Faulkland,  something  has 
disturbed  you, — nay,  it  is  in  vain  to  deny  it,  you 
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are  but  a  poor  hypocrite — those  bright  eyes  lack 
their  usual  lustre — that  fair  face  is  flushed  with — " 

"  Displeasure,  my  lord  ! "  interrupted  Clara, 
firmly. 

"  Pardon  me,"  continued  his  lordship  ;  "  anger 
never  yet  dimmed  the  eye,  though  it  may  have 
flushed  the  cheek"  —  he  paused.  "  You  are 
unhappy,  Mrs.  Faulkland  —  it  is  vain  to  disguise 
it. — You  feel  yourself  united  with  one  who  wears 
you,  and  regards  you  but  as  a  brilliant  ornament 
—  with  one  whose  soul  is  uncongenial,  whose 
affections  are  alienated.  You  are  pining  away 
unappreciated  and  —  unbeloved  ! " 

"  My  lord,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Faulkland,  rising, 
"  this  is  language  which  you  ought  not  to  utter 
nor  I  to  listen  to." 

"  My  dearest  Clara  —  Mrs.  Faulkland  ;  why 
this  reserve  with  one  who  sympathises  so  deeply 
with  your  lot .'' — whose  life  and  fortune  are  at  your 
disposal  ? — nay,  hear  me,"  he  added,  seizing  her 
hand. 

"  Unhand  me  instantly,"  cried  the  agitated 
girl,   her  fair  brow   crimsoning  with  indignation, 

VOL.     III.  G 
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— "  unhand  me,  Lord  Adolplius,  or  I  alarm  the 
house." 

"  One  word,"  interrupted  her  husband's  liber- 
tine friend,  still  resisting  her  efforts  to  disengage 
herself; — "say  but  that  you  forgive  me;  — 
love  like  mine  at  least  may  merit  pardon  if  not 
return — say,  fairest,  dearest  creature  !" 

The  door  opened,  and  Clara  rushed  from  the 
apartment  as  Major  Faulkland  entered  it. 

The  remainder  of  that  day  was  passed  by  the 
insulted  Clara  in  the  solitude  of  her  chamber, — 
the  Major  dined  out,  and  it  was  not  until  the 
following  morning  that  any  conversation  could 
take  place  between  the  couple  touching  the  inso- 
lence of  Lord  Adolphus. 

When  the  opportunity  at  length  arrived,  Clara 
waited  for  some  time  in  the  expectation  that  her 
husband  would  open  the  subject ;  but  the  Major 
proceeded  to  eat  his  breakfast  —  yawned  a  good 
deal  occasionally,  and  glanced  at  the  Morning 
Post  with  his  usual  imperturbability.  All  this 
seemed  most  unaccountable  to  his  wife ;  she  half 
•feared  that  such  composure  might  be  assumed  for 
the  better  concealment  of  some  deadly  purpose ; 


THE     INHERITANCE.  123 

— again  thinking  it  just  possible  that  the  Major 
might  not  have  remarked  the  position  of  Lord 
Adolphus,  she  determined  to  mention  just  so 
much  of  his  insolence  as  might  serve  to  protect 
her  from  any  future  insult,  'svithout  involving  her 
husband  in  a  serious,  and  perhaps  fatal,  quarrel. 

Her  apprehensions,  however,  upon  that  score 
appeared  upon  her  adverting  to  the  subject  to  be 
perfectly  supererogatory — the  Major  listened,  but 
without  expressing  either  anger  or  astonishment 
at  the  conduct  of  his  friend  ;  nay,  he  even  went 
so  far  as  to  blame  Clara's  fastidiousness,  and 
laughed  at  her  want  of  knowledge  of  the  world. 

"  My  good  girl,"  said  he,  "  all  these  little 
unmeaning  compliments,  to  one  of  your  attrac- 
tions, are  to  be  expected  ;  they  are  nothing  more 
than  the  mere  conventional  gallantry  of  a  man  of 
fashion,  and  as  such  are  to  be  treated." 

"  Unmeaning  compliments — conventional  gal- 
lantry," repeated  Clara  in  perfect  bewilderment 
at  the  indifference  of  her  husband. 

"  Nothing  more,  I  assure  you,  love, — so  think 

no  more  about  them,"  returned  that  gentleman. 

"  Lord  Adolphus  dines  with  us  to-day,  and  you 

G  2 
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must  positively  bid  adieu  to  everything  like  dis- 
pleasure, and  assure  him  of  your  forgiveness. 
— By  the  way,  it  struck  me  the  other  evening 
that  the  setting  of  your  brooch  appeared  imper- 
fect. I  shall  pass  Lambert's  in  the  course  of 
the  day,  and  will  have  it  repaired  ;  oblige  me, 
love,  by  bringing  me  your  diamonds." 

Mrs.  Faulkland  left  the  room,  and  on  return- 
ing placed  the  jewel-case  without  a  word  in  the 
hands  of  her  husband. 

"  As  I  expected,"  remarked  the  Major,  open- 
ing the  case  and  carelessly  glancing  at  the  trin- 
kets within  :  "  the  brilliants  here  are  loosened; 
they  shall  be  looked  to  immediately." 

So  saying,  he  dropped  the  box  into  the  breast- 
pocket of  his  dressing-gown  and  resumed  his 
newspaper. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  succeeding  day,  Major 
Faulkland  requested  an  interview  with  his  father- 
in-law  ;  his  reception  from  the  old  gentleman  had, 
of  late,  been  cool,  but  on  the  present  occasion 
the  manner  of  Mr.  Broughton  was  more  than 
usually  distant. 

The  Major,  by  no  means  daunted  by  his  chill- 
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ing  exterior,  commenced  by  inquiring  most  ten- 
derly after  tlie  old  gentleman's  health — after  that 
of  Miss  Magge,  the  Colonel,  &c.,  and  finally 
wound  up  by  hinting  that  he  must  trouble  his 
father-in-law  for  a  temporary  loan  of  five  hundred 
pounds. 

"  Major  Faulkland,"  replied  old  Broughton  with 
firmness,  "  besides  ten  thousand  pounds  which 
you  received  with  your  wife,  and  in  addition  to 
the  very  liberal  allowance  that  has  since  been  re- 
gularly paid  into  your  banker's  hands,  you  have 
within  a  single  twelvemonth  obtained  from  me, 
under  various  pretences,  above  four  thousand 
pounds.  I  tell  you  candidly  I  cannot  meet  these 
perpetual  demands,  and  must  beg  positively  to 
decline  acceding  to  your  present  request.'" 

This  was  the  first  direct  refusal  which  in  all 
his  numerous  applications  for  "  temporary  accom- 
modation," the  Major  had  encountered ;  he 
affected  at  first  to  treat  the  matter  lightly,  and 
requested  Mr.  Broughton  "  to  be  more  consider- 
ate, as  it  might  injure  the  credit  of  both  of  them 
should  he  be  compelled  to  raise  the  money  in 
any  other  quarter." 
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"  You  have  had  my  answer,"  drily  replied  the 
old  gentleman. 

"  Am  I  to  understand  by  this,  sir,  that  you 
have  determined  to  withdraw  from  your  daughter 
those  luxuries  and  comforts  to  which  she  has 
always  been  accustomed  ?" 

"  Sir  ?""  uttered  Mr.  Broughton,  with  a  power- 
ful effort  to  restrain  his  feelings. 

"  I  mean,"  pursued  his  amiable  son-in-law, 
"  that  you  probably  wish  our  mode  of  living  to 
be  reduced — unnecessary  expenses  to  be  cur- 
tailed,— horses,  carriage,  to  be  put  down, — is  it 
so.?" 

The  Major  paused  for  a  reply,  but  obtain- 
ing none,  continued  in  the  same  tone  of  irony  : 
"  If  this  indeed  be  your  wish,  my  dear  sir,  it 
must  be  complied  with  ;  our  establishment  shall 
be  reduced.  I  regret,  on  account  of  my  adored 
Clara,  that  my  omii  resources  are  not  such  as  to 
render  it  unnecessary,  but  really  at  present  my 
finances  are  so  much  below  par,  that,  without 
your  kind  assistance,  I  shall  be  unable  to  support 
your  daughter  in  the  style  I  could  wish,  and 
(pardon   the   expression)   in  the  style  to  which, 
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as  so  considerable  an  heiress,  as  she  must  even- 
tually prove,  she  is  fairly  entitled." 

"  Doubtless,  sir,  doubtless,"  exclaimed  the 
old  man,  thoroughly  roused  by  this  insolent  and 
heartless  attack,  "  burthened  as  you  are  with 
debts,  preyed  upon  by  sharpers  and  blacklegs 
of  every  description,  you  must  find  your  means 
inadequate  to  the  combined  expenses  of  the 
gaming-table,  of  a  wife,  and  a  mistress." 

"  Of  a  mistress  ?  "  repeated  the  Major,  startled 
by  the  abruptness  of  the  assault :  "  do  you  dare 
to  insinuate,  sir  ? — " 

"  I  insinuate  nothing,"  retorted  Mr.  Broughton, 
springing  from  his  chair  and  pacing  the  room  in 
the  greatest  agitation, — "  I  proclaim  it, — I  know 
it — I  know  all, — I  know  of  your  abandoned  asso- 
ciates, the  very  refuse  of  the  hells  of  London, — 
of  the  wretched  victim  whom  you  discarded  to 
make  room  for  my  unhappy  daughter, —  of  the 
vile  woman  who,  only  last  night,  appeared  decked 
in  her  jewels, — the  bridal  jewels  of  your  wife, — I 
know,  sir,  of  the  insult  offered  to  that  pure  and 
spotless  creature  by  yonv  friend,  and  with  your 
connivance — nay  more,   yoilr  sanction, — and  you 
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dare  to  come  here, — here  to  my  house,  with  a 
smile  on  your  lip,  and  the  most  infernal  villany 
in  your  heart,  to  ask  me — me — for  money." 

The  old  man  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  buried 
his  face  in  his  hands,  and  while  his  whole  frame 
quivered  with  agitation,  sobbed  like  a  child. 

The  Major  had  recourse  to  his  snufF-box,  and 
gently  brushing  away  with  the  tips  of  his  fingers  a 
few  grains  that  had  fallen  on  his  immaculate  shirt 
frill,  said, 

"  Be  calm,  my  dear  sir,  and  we  will  discuss 
this  matter  rationally.  You  must  be  aware  that 
when  your  amiable  daughter  honoured  me  with 
her  hand,  no  feeling  of  love  on  her  part  dictated 
the  gift, — it  was  a  marriage  of  pure  convenience, 
— the  lady  on  the  one  hand  had  a  personal  pique 
to  gratify, — I  on  the  other  had  a  somewhat  dila- 
pidated fortune  to  repair;  — the  different  objects 
of  both  of  us,  will,  I  trust,  be  accomplished  ;  and 
as  our  hearts  were  perfectly  unfettered  from  the 
commencement,  I  see  little  impropriety  in  avail- 
ing myself  of  a  freedom  which  I  had  flattered 
myself  was  perfectly  understood  between  us." 

"  Major  Faulkland,"  gasped   Mr.  Broughton, 
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"  I  am  an  old  man, — and  a  feeble  man, —  or  you 
would  not  dare  use  this  language  to  me  ;  but 
beware,  sir ;  Heaven  sometimes  arms  an  injured 
father  with  a  degree  of  strength  beyond  his  years 
and  nature." 

"  Very  possibly,"  rejoined  the  Major. — "  But 
to  return  to  the  five  hundred  pounds  ; — am  I  to 
be  indebted  to  you  ?  —  or  must  the  house  in 
Mount  Street  be  disposed  of  ? — I  really  see  no 
alternative, — and  the  horses,  the  carriage — " 

This  was  too  much  for  the  old  gentleman's 
patience  ;  he  actually  stamped  with  rage,  shooiv 
his  clenched  fists  at  his  son-in-law,  and  gasped 
forth  the  most  awful  and  unconnected  denuncia- 
tions. 

"  By  Heaven,  sir,"  he  almost  screamed,  "  I  '11 
foil  you  yet, — I  'll  marry  ! — I  will,  sir, — F  ll 
MARRY,  if  there 's  a  woman  alive  to  be  bought  for 
money." 

The  Major  started, — a  close  observer  might 
perhaps  have  detected  a  momentary  flush  upon 
his  countenance ;  soon  recovering  his  self-pos- 
session, however,  and  his  features  relaxing  into  a 
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smile,  he  elevated  his  shoulders,  and  expressed 
the  great  pleasure  he  should  in  that  case  have  in 
congratulating  the  happy  bride. 

"  May  I  presume  to  ash,"  he  added,  "  upon 
■whom  your  choice  is  likely  to  fall  ?" 

"  You  may  sneer,  sir,"  retorted  the  old  gen- 
tleman more  calmly,  "  but  I  can  yet  preserve  a 
portion  of  my  property  from  your  grasp,  and  pro- 
vide a  friend  and  a  refuge  for  my  poor  girl  when 
I  am  gone  ;  meanwhile  she  remains  beneath  this 
roof,  which  I  command  you,  deep  and  double 
villain  as  you  are,  to  quit  at  once,  and  never 
again  to  pollute  with  your  presence." 

"  You  shall  be  obeyed,  sir,"  replied  the  Major; 
"  but  pardon  me  if  I  decline  to  depart  alone — my 
wife  must  accompany  me,  unless"  —  he  paused 
— "  a  cheque  for — " 

"  INIercenary  ruffian,  begone  !  "  exclaimed  Mr. 
Broughton,  starting  np  and  seizing  the  bell-rope; 
"  leave  the  house  instantly,  or  my  servants  shall 
hurl  vou  into  the  street." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  the  Major  ;  "  now  mark  me, 
Mr.  Broughton, — unless  Mrs.  Faulkland  returns 
to  her  home  Avithin  four-and-twenty  hours,  I  take 
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the  extremest  steps  which  the  law  directs  for  her 
recovery." 

So  saying,  the  Major  bowed  distantly,  and 
quitted  the  apartment,  fully  determined,  at  all 
risks,  to  enforce  the  return  of  Clara, — a  determin- 
ation, however,  which  he  was  induced  to  change 
for  the  present,  by  a  very  sudden  and  unlooked- 
for  occurrence. 
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CHAPTER  in. 

An  old  man  would  be  wooing 
A  maiden  gay  and  young. 


New  Song. 


LOVE    LIES     A     BLEEDING. LOVE    AMONG    THE    ROSES.  —  THE 

EARLY    LOST. — THE    LATE    FOUND. 

Meanwhile  affairs  at  the  vicarage  were  not 
going  on  in  the  same  even  and  quiet  tenour  in 
■which  we  have  seen  matters  hitherto  conducted 
there. 

Frank  Sherborne's  visits  to  the  metropolis  had 
become  frequent  of  late,  and  the  duration  of  his 
absences  from  home  much  prolonged.  His  fa- 
ther, however,  placing  the  most  implicit  reliance 
upon  his  judgment  and  principles,  never  dreamt 
of  questioning  him  upon  a  matter  of  which  he 
himself  offered  no  explanation. 

Aunt   Martha   was    not    so    easily    satisfied ; 
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—  she  disdained,  indeed,  to  make  any  direct 
inquiries,  but  uttered  sundry  profound  and  en- 
tirely original  reflections  upon  the  temptations  of 
the  metropolis,  the  profligacy  of  young  bachelors 
in  general,  and  the  particular  gaiety  of  those  of 
the  legal  profession,  whom,  with  the  exception, 
indeed,  of  military  men,  she  looked  upon  as  the 
most  accomplished  scholars  of  a  certain  influential 
"  old  (rentleman,"  whose  name  is  rarely  men- 
tioned  in  good  society.  With  respect  to  the 
latter  class,  to  such  a  point  had  they  advanced 
their  immorality  and  moustachios,  that  she  held  it 
to  be  indecorous  to  be  seen  in  their  society. 

There  were,  however,  base  and  scandalous  crea- 
tures who  ventured  to  assert  that  she  had  not 
always  been  so  alive  to  the  exceeding  sinfulness 
of  a  scarlet  coat,  but  had  in  other  days  surren- 
dered her  young  aflfections  to  a  certain  cornet  of 
drasfoons ;  and  the  same  base  and  scandalous 
creatures  further  reported  that  the  papa  of  this 
said  abominable  cornet  of  dragoons,  not  approv- 
ing the  match,  had  induced  the  young  officer  to 
forego  that 

"  Bliss  beyond  all  that  the  past  hath  told" — 
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upon  the  express  condition  of  receiving  in  its 
stead  a  splendid  four-in-liand  "  set  out," — in- 
ferring, probably,  that  if  his  heart  could  sustain 
so  severe  a  shock  without  exhibiting  any  symp- 
toms of  breaking,  his  head  might  possibly  be 
formed  of  the  same  enduring  material. — Be  that 
as  it  may,  Bonaparte  himself  never  held  the  Bri- 
tish cavalry  in  greater  detestation  than  did  Miss 
Martha  Sherborne  from  that  day  forth. 

Frank  meanwhile  smiled  at  the  good  lady's 
forebodings,  and  confided  his  secret,  whatever  it 
might  be,  to  Julia  alone; — she  could  sympathise 
with  his  shattered  hopes,  and  would  listen  with 
a  sparlcling  eye  and  swelling  heart  when  he  talked 
of  all  that  was  past, — of  Clara, — of  her  perilous 
condition,  and  of  his  projects  for  securing  her  fu- 
ture peace. 

One  afternoon,  after  an  absence  of  unusual 
length,  Frank,  as  he  passed  towards  the  little 
wicket,  that  admitted  the  foot-passenger  by  a 
nearer  path  from  the  high  road  to  the  vicarage 
glebe,  encountered  his  father.  The  old  man 
silently  took  his  hand,  and  the  big  tears  stood  in 
his  eyes  as  he  bent  them  upon  his  son. 
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"  We  are  about  to  lose  lier,  Frank,"  he  said, 
"  she  is  sinking  rapidly — her  wounded  spirit 
has  made  its  final  effort.  May  Heaven,"  he  added, 
after  a  pause,  "  have  mercy  upon  him  who  has 
dealt  this  heavy  blow  ! " 

Sad  —  bitter  as  was  this  news,  Sherborne  had 
been  long  prepared  for  it ;  he  returned  his  father's 
grasp,  but  made  no  other  answer. 

'^  Her  mind  wanders,"  pursued  Mr.  Sherborne  ; 
"  and  they  tell  me  that  she  raves  perpetually 
of  you, —  that  she  accuses  you  of  1  know  not 
what — of  unkindness  and  insensibility." 

Frank  started — a  suspicion  flashed  like  light- 
ning through  his  brain  ;  not,  perchance,  for  the 
first  time,  but  never  so  vividly  before.  He 
hastened  to  his  own  room,  —  there  to  collect 
his  wandering  thoughts  and  to  prepare  for  an 
interview  which,  he  foresaw,  would  be  a  trying 
one. 

On  entering  Julia's  apartment,  some  time  after, 
he  found  her  still  sleeping,  yet  it  seemed  that 
delirium  was  raging  wild  within  her  brain  even  in 
her  very  dreams. 

"Save  me — save  me   from  him,"   she  mut- 
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tered  ;  "  he  tears  me  —  he  drags  me  — save  me, 
Frank  —  dearest  —  save  me !" 

Sherborne  laid  his  hand  upon  the  sufferer's 
fevered  brow  to  chase  away  the  tormenting  phan- 
tasies that  disturbed  her.  She  awoke  on  the  in- 
stant,— looked  hurriedly  and  confusedly  aroimd, 
till  she  met  the  gaze  of  Sherborne  fixed  upon 
herself; — for  an  instant  she  regarded  him  with  a 
puzzled  look  of  mingled  doubt  and  joy — then 
burst  into  a  fit  of  hysterical  laughter.  It  died 
gradually  away,  and  an  interval  of  calm  and 
unrestrained  rationality  ensued. 

She  now  talked  of  her  approaching  dissolution 
with  a  degree  of  cheerfulness  dimmed  only  by  the 
recollection  of  her  child,  —  gazed  wistfully  at 
Frank,  and  bade  him  be  kind  to  it,  and  then 
seemed  grieved  at  having  so  often  repeated  the 
request.  Frank  endeavoured  to  give  a  less  som- 
bre turn  to  the  conversation,  and  led  it  back  to 
former  years,  when  they  had  together  roamed  in 
careless,  happy  childhood,  without  a  care  to  cloud 
the  brow  of  either,  through  the  green  woods  then 
visible  through  the  open  window,  and  gilt  with 
the  beams  of  the  declining  summer's  sun. 
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"  They  were  happy,  happy  days,  Frank,"  re- 
turned Julia,  looking  at  the  lofty  branches  be- 
neath whose  shade  she  had  so  often  sat ; — they 
had  sheltered  her  for  the  last  time  ; — the  very 
apartment  too  in  which  she  lay, — it  had  been 
once  their  study  ;  it  seemed  but  yesterday  that 
they  had  together  conned  their  tasks  there. 

"  We  little  thought,"  continued  Julia,  a  faint 
smile  playing  on  her  lips,  "  we  little  thought 
the  last  hour  Ave  passed  together  in  this  well- 
remembered  room,  how  soon  one  of  us  would 
breathe  her  last  sigh  within  it,  —  but  they  were 
happy  days, — Frank,  you  loved  me  then  ?"" 

"  And  ever  have,"  said  Frank,  with  earnest- 
ness, "  fondly,  dearly  loved  you,  as  an  only  and 
valued  sister." 

The  hectic  spot  on  either  cheek  spread  down- 
wards over  the  sufferer's  neck, — her  eye  sunk, 
her  hand  faltered  in  Sherborne's, — she  met  his 
glance  but  for  an  instant, —  it  was  enough, — 
her  long-cherished  secret  was  discovered,  the 
gush  of  early  recollections  had  borne  down  all 
restraint.  Frank  pressed  affectionately  her  fever- 
ed hand,  and  was  the  first  to  speak. 
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"  Would,"  he  said,  "  we  had  loved  otherwise  ! 
a  far  happier  lot  might  have  awaited  both." 

"  Say  not  so,"  cried  Julia  mildly,  "  or  you 
will  drive  me  mad, — my  mind  cannot  bear  the 
racking,  agonizing  thought,  —  mention  not  the 
possibility, — it  could  not  be, — I  say,  it  could  not 
be, — your  Avhole  soul  was  ever  Clara's, — did  I 
but  once  dream  that  it  might  have  been  mine, 
I  would  tear  these  eyes  from  their  sockets,  to 
avenge  their  blindness.  —  Oh  !  give  rae  air,  — 
your  words  have  lighted  up  a  fierce  fire  that 
scorches  to  my  very  brain." 

Frank,  perceiving  that  a  paroxysm  of  delirium 
was  again  raging  in  her  frame  with  frightful  vio- 
lence, called  loudly  for  assistance,  and  Miss 
Martha,  entering,  hastened  to  apply  the  usual 
soothing  remedies.  Frank  bitterly  regretting  his 
want  of  caution,  quitted  the  room,  to  ponder  on 
the  heartrending  scene  which  he  had  just  wit- 
nessed. 

S^  4t^  ^  ^  ^ 

It  may  be  remembered  that  in  the  course  of 
Mr.  Broughton's  last  conversation  with  Major 
Faulkland,  he  expressed  a  determination,  much 
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to  that  gentleman's  apparent  amusement,  of 
taking  unto  himself  a  wife.  The  Major  had 
laughed,  but  the  old  gentleman  was  much  more 
serious  in  his  intentions  than  his  worthy  son- 
in-law  imagined ;  he  had  thought  of  such  a 
project  before,  and  this  interview  had  decided 
him  ;  —  one  little  difficulty,  indeed,  suggested 
itself, — what  wife  should  he  take  ? 

His  acquaintance  among  marrying  young  ladies 
was  very  limited, — Miss  Stareleigh  was  engaged 

—  for  the  eleventh  time,  people  said. —  The 
Misses  Butterby  were  decidedly  bilious, —  then 
there  were  Mr.  Tomkins's  seven  daughters, — but 
no  ! — they  sang  too  loud,  dressed  too  low,  and 
were  moreover  addicted  to  pet  parrots  and  poo- 
dles.—  Lady  Smithson  Smith  had  two  grown- 
up daughters,  but  the  eldest  was  unhappily  so 
very  dignified,  and  so  constantly  referring  to  that 
important  year  when  his  Majesty  had  experienced 
a  fit   of  indigestion,  and  her  Pa  was  lord  mayor. 

—  The  second  was  young  and  pretty  —  too 
pretty  : — the  old  gentleman  passed   on. 

There   was    a   niece,  an   orphan   girl,    whom, 
being   very  harmless,    very   plain,  and   not   pos- 
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sessed  of  any  very  fashionable  acquirement,  Lady 
Smithson  Smith  had  charitably  admitted  into  her 
house, — indeed  she  was  by  no  means  likely  to 
prove  a  formidable  rival  to  her  well-portioned 
and  highly  accomplished  cousins, — and  yet  upon 
this  humble  personage  did  Mr.  Broughton  cast 
his  eye  !  —  both  his  eyes.  She  was  young, 
healthy,  good-humoured,  and  above  all  she  was 
very  much  attached  to  his  daughter. 

Mr.  Broughton  slapped  his  knee  with  that 
energy  of  determination  which  shows  that  a 
man  has  thoroughly  made  up  his  mind  to  a 
thing ; — he  buttoned  up  his  coat  very  tight,  and 
sallied  forth  at  once  in  the  direction  of  Lady 
Smith's  domicile.  Long,  however,  before  he  had 
arrived  at  the  stronghold  of  the  gallant  knight, 
his  excessive  haste  subsided, — his  manly  stride 
contracted,  and  he  dropped  gradually  from  a 
chairman's  canter,  into  the  deliberative  and  more 
decorous  pace  of  a  cab-horse  off  duty. 

It  was  really  a  rather  awkward  thing  for  a  gen- 
tleman of  his  age  and  respectability  to  propose 
for  the  hand  of  a  young  lady,  who,  plain  or  not, 
could  not  but  rank  his  top-boots  and  buckskins 
amonff  the  earliest  reminiscences  of  her  bib-and- 
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tucker  days, — he  might  be  refused, — and  there 
was  the  bare  possibility  of  being  laughed  at  into 
the  bargain  ; — he  stopped  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life  to  gaze  at  a  print  shop, —  and  lost  a  new  silk 
pocket-handkerchief  as  a  matter  of  course  ;  then 
having  duly  considered  which  side  of  the  square 
would  bring  him  the  sooner  to  the  desired  door, 
he  selected  the  other  on  pretence  of  its  being  the 
more  cleanly.  The  awful  minute, however,  arrived 
at  last,  and  so  did  he  at  the  house  of  Lady 
Smithson  Smith, — he  knocked  a  long  rambling 
unintelligible  knock,  and  then  complied  with  the 
request  neatly  inscribed  upon  a  brass  plate  below 
the  knocker,  which  admonished  the  visiter  to 
"  ring  also,"  with  a  degree  of  energy  and  vivacity 
that  snapped  the  bell-wire. 

He  was  received  with  the  most  gracious  smiles 
by  Lady  Smithson  Smith,  and  her  eldest  daugh- 
ter,— still  his  embarrassment  rather  grew  upon 
him  than  otherwise  ;  a  long  half-hour  had  passed, 
perhaps  the  longest  Mr.  Broughton  had  ever 
passed  in  his  life,  yet  not  the  slightest  allusion 
had  been  made  to  his  immediate  object. 

Conversation  began  to  flag ;  the  weather  had 
been  treated  of  in  every  conceivable  light,  with 
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reference  to  what  it  "was  then, — what  it  had  been 
some  time  ago, — what  it  probably  would  be, 
and  what  it  might  possibly  have  been,  had  the 
wind  been  in  a  different  quarter, — with  the  re- 
spective effects  which  had  been  or  might  have 
been  produced  thereby.  Lady  Smithson  at  length 
hinted  that  as  the  afternoon  appeared  fine  she 
should  drive  to  the  Park,  and  referred  to  a  very 
diminutive  watch  more  than  once,  conveying 
thereby  an  intimation  as  distinctly  as  the  delicacy 
of  a  ci-devant  Lady  Mayoress  would  permit,  that 
she  wished  her  visiter  strangled,  and  wanted  to 
dress. 

"  Lady  Smithson  Smith  V  said  Mr.Broughton, 
suddenly  striking  the  palms  of  his  hands  together, 
and  proceeding  to  rub  them  as  if  they  had  been 
newly  anointed  with  the  best  "  emollient  brown 
Windsor." 

Lady  Smithson  declared  that  Mr.  Broughton 
had  made  her  jump. 

"  Can  I  have  five  words  in  private  .''""  pursued 
the  old  gentleman,  with  the  desperate  courage  of 
a  man  who  leaps  into  a  cold  bath. — Miss  Smith 
left  the  room. 
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Mr.  Brougliton  having  previously  hemmed  to 
the  extreme  verge  of  decency,  and  perceiving  no 
further  means  of  delay,  opened  his  case. 

The  lady  was  completely  astonished, — of  course 
she  had  "  never  liked  Major  Faulkland," —  always 
thought  there  was  something  wrong  about  him, — 
had  felt  that  matters  could  not  last, — had  always 
said  so,  —  and  delivered  sundry  exact  predictions 
which  only  needed  publication  some  few  months 
earlier  to  have  thrown  "  wise  Mr.  Williams" 
completely  into  the  shade,  and  to  have  establish- 
ed Lady  Smithson  Smith's  reputation  as  a  sooth- 
sayer of  first-rate  eminence. 

"  In  short,  madam,"  said  Mr.  Broughton  at 
the  end  of  a  very  long  preface,  "  I  have  made  up 
my  mind  at  last,  —  and  I  have  made  it  up  to 
— marry  again." 

"  To  marry  !"  ejaculated  the  lady,  opening 
her  eyes  with  a  violence  that  made  them  ache  all 
the  rest  of  the  afternoon. 

"  To  marry,  Lady  Smithson  Smith,"  repeated 
the  old  gentleman  with  energy. 

"  Marry  me  !"  shrieked  his  hostess  in  undis- 
guised alarm. 
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"  Pooh  !  nonsense,  not  you — but  your  niece, 
— there,  I  have  said  it,  and  I  say  it  again, — your 
niece.  Lady  Smith. — Do  you  think  that  she  will 
have  me  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Broughton,  with  a  slight 
and  somewhat  tremulous  alteration  of  tone ; 
"  here  I  am,  —  seventy-five  ;  can't  annoy  her 
long, — and  when  I  do  go  there  is  three  thousand 
a-year  jointure  for  her  to  fall  back  upon." 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Broughton,"  replied  the  lady, 
"  you  are  too  precipitate, — much  too  precipitate  ; 
you  are  not  doing  yourself  justice, — after  all,  what 
is  seventy -five  to  a  man  of  your  constitution  .''" 

As  Mr.  Broughton  did  not  proceed  to  answer 
the  interrogatory,  notwithstanding  the  very  flat- 
tering insinuation  which  it  conveyed,  the  lady 
continued  : 

"  I  think  we  can  do  a  little  better  for  you  than 
that  poor  Miss  Farnham  ;  she  certainly  is  amiable, 
—  that  is  at  times,  very  amiable — but  then,  you 
know,  she  is  so  very — very" —  Here  Lady  Smith- 
son  Smith  paused  and  concluded  the  sentence 
with  a  shrug  that  expressed  a  perfect  cabinet  en- 
cyclopedia of  disagreeables. 

"  Why  yes,  certainly,  as  you  say,  I  know  all 
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that,""  replied  Mr.  Brougliton,  replying  to  the 
gesture,  but  without  having  any  very  distinct 
idea  of  what  it  was  he  was  supposed  to  know. 

"  Then,"  rejoined  the  lady,  drawing  her  chair 
nearer  and  tapping  him  playfully  on  the  arm, 
"  we  must  look  out  for  some  one  a  little  more 
distingue — possessed  of  a  few  more  attractions  ; — 
now,  although  it  would  prove  a  most  severe  trial 
for  me  to  part  with  either  of  my  dear  girls — " 

"  No,  no  ! "  interrupted  Mr.  Broughton  hastily, 
and  looking  rather  frightened — "  no  !  I  could  not 
ask  it, — the  sacrifice  would  be  too  great ; — besides, 
I  intend  going  abroad,  and  too  much  beauty  and 
too  many  accomplishments  among  those  foreign 
Counts  might  be  inconvenient  —  eh,  you  under- 
stand me  ?  No,  —  Miss  Farnham  is  the  girl  for 
my  money,  and  if  you  will  only  just  be  so  good 
as  to  break  the  matter  to  her  in  the  first  instance, 
I  '11  follow  it  up  with  a  regular  letter."" 

So  saying,  and  without  waiting  for  a  reply, 
the  old  gentleman  shuffled  towards  the  door, 
apparently  in  the  dread  that  if  he  remained  a 
moment  longer  he  might  possibly  find  himself 
married  per  force  to  one,  if  not  to  both,  of  her 
ladyship's  all-accomplished  daughters. 

VOL.  III.  H 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

A  catchpole,  whose  polluted  hands  the  gods 
With  force  incredible,  and  magic  charms 
Erst  have  endued ;  if  he  his  ample  palm 
Should  haply  on  ill-fated  shoulder  lay 
Of  debtor,  straight  his  body,  to  the  touch 
Obsequious,  (as  whilom  knights  were  wont) 
To  some  enchanted  castle  is  conveyed, 
Where  gates  impregnable  and  coercive  chains 
In  durance  strict  detain  him,  till,  in  form 
Of  money,  Pallas  sets  the  captive  free. 


Philips. 


AN    ARREST. — A    COMPROMISE. — A    RELEASE. A    HIGH    STAKE 

AND    A    BOLD    GAME. 

The  "unforeseen  circumstance"  to  wliicli  we 
alluded  as  having  diverted  the  course  of  Major 
Faulkland's  play,  was  no  other  than  the  arrest 
of  that  gallant  officer  by  his  excellent  friend, 
Mr.  Isaaks. 
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A  coolness  and  want  of  cordiality  had  of  late 
arisen  between  these  allies,  originating,  doubtless, 
in  the  little  finesse  practised  upon  the  "  gentle- 
man of  the  Jewish  persuasion"  by  the  Major  on 
his  wedding-day.  Mr.  Isaaks"*  feelings  had  in- 
deed been  much  hurt  on  that  occasion,  at  least, 
so  he  avowed,  and  he  further  stigmatised  such 
conduct  as  tending  to  destroy  all  confidence  be- 
tween gentleman  and  gentleman  ; — he  had  in  con- 
sequence abandoned  his  usual  delicacy  of  proceed- 
ing, and  made  his  caption  without  any  warning, 
and  in  public. 

The  Major,  however,  was  unquestionably  a 
"  truly  great  man,"  and  far  from  being  dis- 
couraged by  this  summary  seizure,  which  would 
have  non-plus'd  any  ordinary  character — he  took 
the  bailiffs  arm  with  evident  condescension  ;  de- 
clared that  he,  Mr.  Isaaks,  was  the  person  of  all 
persons  whom  he  most  wished  to  see  ;  and  next 
proceeded  to  demonstrate,  in  the  most  convincing 
manner  possible,  that  no  two  things  could  be  so 
indissolubly  united  as  were  his — the  said  Mr. 
Isaaks"* — interests  and  his  own. 

Arrived  at  "  the  house  of  business"  in  Chan- 
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eery  Lane,  Faulkland's  first  object  was  to  effect 
as  speedy  and  advantageous  a  compromise  as 
possible  with  bis  fatber-in-law,  without  which, 
although  he  had  done  much  to  re-establish  him- 
self in  the  esteem  of  his  present  guardian,  he  fore- 
saw his  genius  would  be  disagreeably  cramped. 

The  old  gentleman,  however,  proved  obstinate 
— he  had  been,  in  fact,  thoroughly  aroused,  and, 
having  now  placed  himself  in  Sherborne's  hands, 
to  whom  he  owed  his  original  information,  posi- 
tively refused  to  listen  to  any  terms  whatever  un- 
til a  formal  deed  of  separation  should  have  been 
drawn  up  between  the  Major  and  his  daughter. 

Faulkland  hesitated — 

"  Ye  see.  Major,  something  must  be  done," 
observed  the  Jew,  pushing  across  the  table  a 
bottle  of  what,  in  such  places,  is  conventionally 
termed  claret,  —  "fourteen,  fifteen,  and  the  run- 
ning account  at  the  '  N^ick,'  —  it  would  take 
sixteen  thousand  pounds  to  do  it  handsomely 
and  set  you  straight." 

Faulkland  swallowed  a  tumbler  of  the  wine, 
but  made  no  reply ;  his  attention  was  fixed  on 
a  heap  of  papers  before  him. 
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"  Then,  Mam'zelle  Angeline,"  pursued  Mr. 
Isaaks  ; — "  very  agreeable  young  lady — ■with  un- 
deniable taste,  but  don't  you  think  booking 
eleven  hundred  in  trinkets  rather  an  expensive 
way  of  showing  it  ?" 

"  Well,  well,"  replied  the  Major  impatiently, 
"I  have  determined; — Clara  must  go,  although 
I  had  a  better  game  to  play  with  her  ; — she  would 
have  been  a  fine  card  in  my  hand." 

The  conversation  was  here  interrupted  by  Mr. 
Broughton's  solicitor,  who  came  for  Major  Faulk- 
land's  final  decision.  The  Jew  retired,  and  after 
some  discussion  the  Major  at  length,  though  not 
without  manifest  reluctance,  assented  to  the  sepa- 
ration, on  the  condition  of  a  thousand  pounds  being 
handed  over  for  his  immediate  emergencies,  and 
his  usual  allowance  secured  to  him  during  his 
father-in-law's  life. 

This  business  completed  and  certain  other 
necessary  forms  having  been  gone  through,  Faulk- 
land  once  again  took  his  leave  of  Mr.  Isaaks, 
declining  a  very  pressing  invitation  from  that 
gentleman,  to  stay  and  "  take  pot-luck"  with 
him  "  quite  in  an  unprofessional  way." 
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It  was  at  a  late  hour  on  that  same  evening  that 
the  Major  bent  his  footsteps  in  the  direction  of 
Soho-square  ;  he  paused  opposite  a  house  in  one 
of  the  obscure  streets  in  that  neighbourhood,  and 
applied  for  admittance. 

The  door  was  opened  with  great  caution  by 
a  boy  not  remarkable  for  cleanliness,  and  whose 
manner  exhibited  a  degree  of  self-possession  be- 
yond his  years,  bordering  perhaps  upon  assur- 
ance, —  he  was  clothed  in  a  bob-tailed  upper 
garment  of  grey  drugget,  set  off  with  a  red  collar 
and  large  plated  buttons,  being  evidently  his 
coat  of  livery,  and  one  only  to  be  worn  upon 
state  occasions. 

"  Master  and  missis  is  out, — gone  to  Brighton 
— be  back  in  a  fortnight"  —  said  the  bob-tailed 
boy,  without  waiting  for  Major  Faulkland's  in- 
quiry. 

"  I  must  see  him  nevertheless,"  returned 
Faulkland,  "  and  that  instantly." 

"  Then  perhaps,"  observed  the  boy,  "  you 
would  like  to  stop,  while  I  steps  and  fetches  a 
spy-glass." — 

"  There  was  a  sound  of  revelry  up  stairs," 
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and  the  Major  heard  it ;  so  pushing  open  the 
door  he  advanced  into  the  passage,  nearly  tram- 
pling under  foot  the  diminutive  janitor  that  would 
fain  have  opposed  him. 

"  I  say,  my  tulip,"  exclaimed  the  latter,  looking 
up  as  he  was  roughly  thrust  aside  ;■  "  I  shouldn't 
vonder  at  all  if  I  vos  to  tread  on  your  toes  if 
you  vos  to  come  any  further." 

How  far  the  Major  would  have  been  influenced 
by  this  attempt  at  intimidation  it  is  difficult  to 
say,  but  the  attentfon  of  both  parties  was  now 
attracted  to  a  voice  from  above,  which  begged, 
in  the  name  of  the  devil,  to  be  informed,  "  What 
was  the  row  ? " 

"  Vy  nothing  to  speak  of,  sir,"  answered  the 
boy  :  "  only  here  is  a  gen'leman  as  insists  upon 
seeing  you  'mediately,  though  you  are  gone  to 
Brighton,  and  will  be  back  in  a  fortnight ; — 
shall  I  pitch  in,  sir  ?" 

"  'Tis  I,  —  Faulkland,"  —  exclaimed  the  Ma- 
jor ;  "  call  off  your  cub,  or  I  may  chance  to 
wring  his  neck." 

"  Show  the  gentleman  up,    ye  young  Imp 
roared   the  voice,  which  Faulkland  had   alreadv 
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recognised  as  having  issued  from  the  lungs  of  no 
less  a  personage  than  Mr.  Robert  Coryton  himself. 

Accordingly  the  "  young  Imp,"  abandoning 
every  idea  of  "  pitching  in,"  changed  his  man- 
ner at  once,  in  one  of  the  greatest  possible  polite- 
ness preceded  the  visiter,  and  ushered  him  forth- 
with into  his  master's  apartment,  which,  when 
his  eyes  had  become  tolerably  accommodated  to 
the  thick  atmosphere  of  tobacco-smoke,  the  Ma- 
jor perceived  to  contain  some  dozen  or  fifteen 
shadowy  guests,  with  whose  features  he  was  for 
the  most  part  acquainted. 

The  room  itself  seemed  to  possess  an  air  of 
foul  finery  in  very  exact  keeping  with  its  occu- 
piers :  — the  paper  was  glaring  but  soiled,  a  chan- 
delier exceedingly  dirty  and  despoiled  of  its  just 
proportions,  hung  from  the  blackened  ceiling,  and 
a  large  mirror,  cracked  throughout  its  circum- 
ference and  surmounted  by  a  dingy  gilt  eagle, 
shone  from  behind  the  chairman. 

Lithographs,  chiefly  representing  ladies'  beads, 
with  a  liberal  allowance  of  neck  thereto  attached, 
adorned  the  walls,  while  a  heap  of  dice  boxes  and 
table-rakes,  that  appeared  in  one  corner,   induced 
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a  suspicion  that  the  possessor  was  not  altogether  a 
stranger  to  the  arcana  of  billiards,  hazard,  and 
rouge  et  noir. 

With  respect  to  the  present  occupants  they 
"were  chiefly  remarkable  for  a  profusion  of  gilt 
buttons,  chains,  and  satin  stocks,  attended  with  a 
cautious  display  of  linen ;  the  larger  proportion 
of  the  party  appeared  to  consist  of  foreigners, 
whose  large  black  eyes  were  fastened  in  hungry 
anticipation  upon  a  couple  of  very  young  men 
of  less  vicious  look,  who  were  evidently  far  ad- 
vanced towards  a  state  of  "  civilation." 

"  Come,  my  lord,""  cried  Mr.  Coryton,  to  one 
of  these  individuals,  as  he  was  betraying  a  de- 
cided inclination  to  go  to  sleep,  his  head  resting 
upon  the  shoulder  of  a  gaily  attired  lady  by  his 
side ;  "  come,  wake  up  and  take  another  weed, — 
'  Evohe  Bacche,"*  as  you  say  at  Oxford." 

The  young  Oxonian  opened  a  pair  of  lack- 
lustre eyes,  and,  taking  a  cigar,  proceeded  to 
light  it  in  a  manner  that  forcibly  brought  to  mind 
the  execution  scene  in  the  historical  play  of 
Punch  and  Judy.  Meanwhile  the  Major  beck- 
oned the  host  aside. 
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"  Coryton,"  said  he,  "  you  must  quit  this 
foolery,  and  accompany  me  on  business  of  the 
last  importance." 

"  My  dear  Major,"  expostulated  Mr.  Coryton, 
in  a  plaintive  tone,  "  consider  my  position — 
my  feelings  —  the  duties  of  hospitality  —  such 
devilish  pleasant  fellows,  too  :  —  d  'ye  recognise 
our  friend  on  the  right  ?" 

"  Not  I,"  replied  the  Major,  bestowing  a  care- 
less glance  upon  the  individual  in  question. 

"  It  is" — the  name  was  given  in  a  mysterious 
whisper —  "just  returned  from  abroad  —  you  un- 
derstand—  well  made  up,  isn't  he  ?" 

"  Ha  !"  muttered  Faulkland,  regarding  the 
traveller  with  interest ;  "  the  matter  I  have  in 
hand  lies  somewhat  in  his  line." 

Here  he,  in  turn,  dropped  his  voice  to  an 
under  tone. 

"  D — n  it,  Major  !"  stammered  Coryton  in 
reply,  "  you  know  I  never  touch  pen  and  paper 
—  bones  and  pasteboard,  to  any  amount  you 
please,  and  as  long  as  you  please,  but  I  can't 
stand  up  to  stationery." 

To  this  unconnected,  and  rather  obscure  alio- 
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gory,  Faulkland  replied,  with  a  smile,  "  That  he 
needed  nothing  more  than  an  immediate  introduc- 
tion to  a  certain  curious  artist  with  whom  he,  Mr. 
Coryton,  had  occasional  dealings." 

"  Can't  you  wait  till  to-morrow  .'*"  inquired  his 
friend,  looking  ruefully  towards  the  table;  "it  is 
such  a  very  ungenteel  hour  to  break  in  upon  a 
gentleman,  and  we  are  just  going  off  to  '  The 
Nick '  with  a  pair  of  raw  Oxford  swells." 

"  Not  an  instant,""  rejoined  the  Major,  in  a 
tone  not  to  be  misunderstood;  and  the  obedient 
Mr.  Robert,  without  further  delay,  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  rang  the  bell. 

"  Mike,  my  great-coat." 

"  And  Mr.  Mike,  ye  divil's  darling,"  cried 
one  of  the  young  "  freshmen,"  in  a  slightly  Hi- 
bernian accent,  "  lave  off  making  the  punch  in 
pails,  and  begin  with  the  boiler." 

Under  cover  of  the  applause  which  followed 
this  brilliant  academical  sally,  Coryton  conveyed 
an  intimation  to  the  lady  before-mentioned  that 
she  must  be  content  to  entertain  their  guests 
alone  for  a  short  period.  "  He  insists  upon  it," 
he  added,  in  a  lower  key.      The  lady  made  no 
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answer,  but  directed  a  glance  of  such  malice  and 
distrust  at  Faulkland,  that  it  showed  plainly 
"  they  had  met  before."  The  Major,  however, 
met  it  without  embarrassment,  and,  bowing  low, 
followed  his  friend  from  the  apartment. 

"  This  man  may  be  relied  on  ?  you  are  certain 
on  that  point  ?"  he  inquired  as  he  joined  Cory  ton 
in  the  street. 

"  Otherwise  he  would  not   be   honoured  with 
my  extensive  patronage,"  replied  the- latter. 
"  And  his  skill,""'  said  Faulkland. 
"  Exquisite,"  returned  the  other  ;   "  he  makes 
all  the  autographs  for  the  British  Museum,  be- 
sides foreign   libraries  ;    and  for  loading  a  die  or 
paring  a  pack,  on  the  honour  of  a  gentleman,   I 
don't  know   his  equal.      He  is  a  regular  genius, 
rely  upon  it, — his  very  soul  is  in  his  profession." 
The  pair  had  now  entered  upon  a  labyrinth  of 
narrow  dirty  streets,  the  very  citadel  of  vice,  in- 
famy, and  wretchedness.    Here  Mr.  Coryton  took 
the  lead,  and  pursued  his   intricate  course,   ren- 
dered   doubly  gloomy  by  the    darkness    of   the 
night,  without  the  slightest  degree  of  uncertainty 
or  symptom  of  hesitation. 
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"  To  what  infernal  den  are  you  bringing  me  ? 
'tis  as  dark  as  pitch,"  exclaimed  the  Major, 
stumbling  at  every  step  on  the  uneven  pavement. 

Mr.  Coryton  coolly  replied,  that  the  gentleman 
of  whom  they  were  in  quest ' '  was  only  waiting  till 
Lady-day  to  move  into  Grosvenor  Square,"  but 
that  in  the  interim  he  contented  himself  with  a 
temporary  retreat  in  the  very  heart  of  St.  Giles's. 

"  Nice  situation,"  he  continued,  increasing  his 
speed  to  the  manifest  discomfiture  of  the  Major  ; 
"  just  the  very  spot  for  business  —  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  theatres, — close  to  the  water — 
handy  to  the  West-end,  equally  so  for  the  City." 

The  Major  was  in  no  mood  to  appreciate  all 
the  advantages  of  the  location,  but  muttering  an 
oath,  bade  his  guide  slacken  his  pace. 

Passing  one  of  those  vast  and  brilliantly  illu- 
minated buildings,  sacred  to  alcohol,  that  spring 
up  in  rank  luxuriance  among  the  squalor  and 
misery  of  the  quarter  they  were  in, — feeding  alike 
on  the  aged  and  the  young,  the  starving  me- 
chanic, and  the  prodigal  robber, — they  proceeded 
for  some  distance  in  a  direction  contrary  to  that 
which   they    had    been    hitherto    pursuing.      At 
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length,  turning  up  a  narrow  alley,  Mr.  Cory  ton 
stopped  to  reconnoitre  a  low,  ruinous-looking 
house,  on  whose  dusky  walls  the  filth  of  years 
was  encrusted.  The  ground-floor  exhibited  the 
outward  signs  of  a  rag-shop,  or,  as  it  is  technically 
termed,  a  repository  for  Marine  stores  ; — a  huge 
black  doll,  in  a  pseudo-white  frock,  swung  sus- 
pended over  the  window,  beneath  which  a  steep 
flight  of  steps  led  to  a  cellar  below  ;  either  side  of 
this,  anything  hnt  facilis,  descensus  was  garnished 
with  pairs  of  short  basket-hilted  swords,  the  ap- 
pearance of  which  in  a  melodrame  invariably  indi- 
cates the  approach  of  a  "  terrific  combat ;"  while 
from  a  window  above  projected  a  long  pole,  dis- 
playing sundry  specimens  of  ragged-looking  wear- 
ing apparel,  and  betokening  the  residence  of  a 
"  scourer  and  cleaner,"  a  profession,  to  judge 
from  the  articles  exposed,  not  held  in  great  re- 
pute in  this  particular  neighbourhood. 

Mr.  Coryton,  having  concluded  his  survey, 
opened  a  sort  of  hatch,  an^  entered  the  sliop  ;  the 
Major  followed,  striking  his  head  in  so  doing 
against  the  pictured  representation  of  a  very 
yellow  cart,  the  original  of  which  was  "  warranted 
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to  remove  goods  safely  and  with  expedition,  from, 
and  to,  any  part  of  the  town." 

"Is  the  old  file  in?"  inquired  Mr.  Bob 
Coryton  of  an  individual  whose  garments  indeed 
were  feminine,  but  whose  sex  was  not  so  readily 
determined. 

"  Who  d  'ye  mean  ?"  asked  this  "  questionable 
Shape,"  looking  with  suspicion  at  the  intruders^ 
and  at  the  same  time  placing  itself  completely  in 
front  of  a  small  inner  door. 

"  The  professor,  my  beauty,"  returned  Mr. 
Coryton  ;  "  and  if  he  is  in,  he'll  be  happy  to  hear 
that  Captain  Max  has  called  to  pay  his  respects ; 
so  move  that  '  mould  of  form  '  and  tell  him  so  ; 
— three  threes  is  the  number  !  " 

This  speech,  the  charm  of  which  probably  lay 
in  the  conclusion,  produced  a  satisfactory  result ; 
the  woman,  for  as  a  matter  of  convenience  we 
will  allow  the  thing  to  have  been  one,  opened 
the  small  door  in  her  rear,  and  lumbered  up  a 
flight  of  stairs  behind  it ; — a  dialogue  was  heard 
above  in  terms  wholly  unintelligible  to  Faulk- 
land ;  then  the  moving  of  some  heavy  article 
across  the  floor,  and  then  of  the  woman  lumbering 
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down  again,  who  on  her  re-appearance  courteously 
informed  her  visiters  that  they  might  go  up  and 
be . 

Availing  themselves  of  the  former,  and  more 
convenient,  half  of  this  kind  permission,  the  Ma- 
jor and  his  companion  groped  their  way  up  a 
steep  and  narrow  staircase,  mouldering  and  damp 
with  unwholesome  vapours ;  they  were  received 
on  the  top  by  an  elderly-looking  personage,  who 
conducted  them  into  a  comfortably  furnished 
apartment,  and  having  surveyed  them  with  scru- 
tinizing keenness,  motioned  them  to  be  seated, 
himself  setting  them  the  example. 

He  was  a  man  of  a  mild  and  benignant  aspect, 
and  could  scarcely  have  seen  half  a  century,  yet 
his  hair  was  blanched  and  thin,  his  face  wrinkled 
and  sallow,  but  lighted  up  by  a  pair  of  eyes  such 
as  the  proudest  beauty  might  have  envied ;  they 
were  of  the  darkest  hazel,  and  though  of  soft  and 
winning  expression,  shone  with  all  the  brilliancy 
of  intellectual  fire  ;  he  was  attired  in  a  loose 
grey  morning  gown,  black  trousers  and  gaiters, 
highly  polished  shoes,  and  a  very  white  cravat ; 
not  a  speck  of  dust  was  visible  upon  his  apparel, 
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and  a  similar  air  of  neatness  pervaded  the  whole 
chamber ;  the  furniture  consisted  chiefly  of  a 
large  and  handsome  library-table  full  of  draw- 
ers, and  covered  with  papers,  "  a  stand-up  desk," 
upon  which  two  dazzling  lamps  were  burning, — 
and  a  massive  iron-bound  chest.  Several  large 
books  were  arranged  on  shelves  around  the  sides 
of  the  apartment,  and  a  basket,  intended  to  con- 
tain torn  papers,  stood  by  the  easy-chair  of  the 
old  gentleman. 

Faulkland  gazed  around  in  considerable  aston- 
ishment ;  not  that  there  was  anything  at  all 
strange  or  unusual  in  the  room  or  what  it  con- 
tained ; — it  might  have  belonged  to  a  lawyer,  a 
banker,  a  divine,  or  a  student ; — the  only  wonder 
was,  as  in  the  celebrated  case  of  the  fly  in  amber, 
*'  How  the  devil  got  it  there  ?" 

"  Well,  my  old  boy,  you  remember  me,  I  see," 
observed  Mr.  Coryton  in  a  tone  of  easy  assurance, 
intended  to  convey  to  Faulkland  an  idea  of  the 
vast  intimacy  that  subsisted  between  himself  and 
the  person  whom  he  addressed. 

The  "  old  boy  ""  replied  merely  by  a  cold  bow. 

"  Well  then,"    returned   the   other,   "  let  me 
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introduce  to  you  my  excellent  friend  Major  — 
no,  no,  Mr.  —  Mr.  Jonathan  Jeremiah  Smith, — 
that  y\i\\  do,  —  Jonathan  Jeremiah  is  his  proper 
name,  but  Smith,  you  know,  is  like  Homo,  a  name 
common  to  all  men." 

The  professor,  as  he  had  been  termed  by 
Cory  ton,  fixed  his  keen  and  penetrating  glance 
for  full  half  a  minute  upon  the  Major  before  he 
spoke. 

"Your  business,  sir?"  said  he,  at  length,  a 
peculiar  and  pleasing  smile  playing  round  his  lips 
as  he  uttered  the  words. 

"  Why,  to  be  brief,"  replied  Faulkland,  "  I 
have  sought  you  out  for  the  purpose  of  putting 
to  the  trial  your  reputed  art." 

"  Which  art.'*"  asked  the  old  man  with  the 
same  meaning  yet  cautious  smile.  "  I  am  thought 
to  be  master  of  many." 

"  That,"  replied  the  Major  in  a  significant 
manner,  "  of  preparing  fac  shniles  of  hand- 
writing, in  which  I  have  been  given  to  under- 
stand you  are  unrivalled." 

The  old  man  again  cast  a  scrutinizing  look 
upon   Faulkland,    then  rejoined,   "  I  think,   Mr. 
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Smith,  we  had  better  talk  over  this  matter  in 
private ;  time  is  required  for  the  exhibition  you 
request,  and — we  may  detain  your  friend." 

"  Perhaps  you  may  wish  to  rejoin  your  party," 
said  the  Major,  turning  to  Coryton,  who  with 
great  alacrity  took  the  hint  and  his  hat,  and 
retired  forthwith. 

"  Now,"  said  the  old  man,  having  carefully 
fastened  the  door  and  resumed  his  seat,  "  Now 
we  can  proceed  without  chance  of  interruption  ; 
the  presence  of  a  third  person  might  make  my 
hand  unsteady." 

"  Examine  that,"  said  Faulkland,  placing  a 
parchment  in  the  hands  of  the  professor ; — the 
eyes  of  the  old  man  glistened  with  delight  as  he 
perused  it. 

"  You  play  high,  sir,"  he  said,  still  gazing  on 
the  document  ;  "  a  very  high  game  indeed ; — 
it  is  a  noble  stake." 

"  That  is  the  name  to  be  affixed  to  the  instru- 
ment," pursued  the  Major,  as  he  handed  across 
another  slip  of  paper,  bearing,  apparently,  a 
signature  torn  from  some  letter. 

The  old  man  glanced  at  the  writing,  and,  re- 
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turning  the  parchment  to  his  visiter,  muttered 
as  to  himself,  "Ten  thousand  pounds  —  it  is 
very  high  —  the  risk  will  be  proportionate, —  so 
must  be  the  fee.*" 

"  Name  it,"  said  the  Major. 

"  One  hundred  guineas,"  replied  the  professor 
slowly  and  calmly,  "  to  be  paid  upon  the  spot, 
and  two  hundred  guineas  on  the  negotiation  of 
the  bond." 

The  Major  appeared  evidently  unprepared  for 
the  largeness  of  the  demand.  "  A  mere  trifle," 
continued  the  other,  in  comparison  with  the  sum 
which  Major  Faulkland  will  acquire  by  the  trans- 
action." 

Faulkland  started  from  his  chair.  "  You  have 
my  name,"  he  exclaimed,  "  how  acquired,  I  know 
not ;  but  beware,  old  man ;  it  is  a  knowledge 
fraught  with  danger  to  its  possessor :  let  me  see 
but  one  symptom  of  trifling  or  treachery,  and  I 
stab  you  as  yovi  sit." 

"  Sit  down,  sir,"  replied  the  old  man  perfectly 
unmoved  : — "  Sit  down. — Let  us  talk  the  matter 
over  calmly.     Your  friend's  hint  and  that  name," 
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motioning  towards  the  slip  of  paper,  "  give  me 
yours ;  my  profession  necessarily  brings  me  ac- 
quainted with  the  connexions  of  people  of  for- 
tune ; — rest  assured,  sir,  your  secret  is  in  excellent 
keeping." 

"  We  understand  each  other  then,"  returned 
the  Major  resuming  his  seat :  "  be  faithful,  and 
your  money  shall  be  paid  to  the  utmost  farthing, 
and  to  the  moment ; — betray  me,  and  the  knife 
quivers  in  your  heart." 

"  Very  good, — a  bargain,"  said  the  professor  ; 
"  the  bond  shall  be  executed  by  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, and  delivered  into  your  hands  at  what  hour, 
and  in  what  place  you  please,  upon  the  receipt  of 
the  said  hundred  guineas.  I  must  rely  upon  your 
honour,  and  my  own  knowledge  of  your  secret, 
for  the  remainder ; — but  I  should  much  like  to 
see  something  more  of  Mr.  Broughton's  hand- 
writing ;  if  possible,  his  signature  attached  to 
some  legal  instrument." 

While  the  Major  was  busied  in  searching  his 
pocket-book  for  further  documents,  his  compa- 
nion,  without   appearing   to    observe   him,    took 


166  THE   RUBBER   OF   LIFE. 

up  a  pen,  glanced  for  an  instant  at  the  signature 
before  him,  and  carelessly  dashing  off  a  copy, 
pushed  it  towards  Faulkland. 

"Perfect!" — exclaimed  the  latter,  astonished 
beyond  measure  at  the  correctness  of  the  imita- 
tion, and  the  rapidity  with  which  it  had  been 
made.     "  Perfect,  by  heaven  !" 

"  Not  exactly,"  replied  the  old  man,  smiling 
at  the   other*'s  surprise,   "  but  it  will  be  in  the 


morning." 


Faulkland  having  given  him  all  the  specimens 
of  Mr.  Broughton's  writing  which  he  had  in  his 
possession,  and  appointed  the  hour  and  place  of 
rendezvous  for  the  following  day,  prepared  to 
take  his  leave. 

It  now  suddenly  occurred  to  him,  that  he  had 
dismissed  his  guide,  and  had  not  the  most  indis- 
tinct idea  of  the  place  in  which  he  was,  or  of  any 
mode  of  getting  out  of  it ;  the  old  gentleman, 
however,  relieved  him  from  the  difficulty  by  sum- 
moning a  fair-haired  interesting  boy,  equally  neat 
and  cleanly  as  himself 

"  Arthur,  my  good  lad,"  he  said,  "  you  will 
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conduct  this  gentleman  whither  he  may  require  ; 
and,"  added  he,  in  a  low  tone  as  the  Major  was 
departing,  "  if  you  reward  the  child,  be  careful 
he  catches  no  glimpse  of  your  purse  or  its  con- 
tents,—  above  all,  keep  him  before  you  !  " 
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CHAPTER  V. 

With  thee,  my  bark,  I  '11  swiftly  go 

Across  the  foaming  brine, 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  to, 


So  not  again  to  mine. 


Byron. 


CONSTERNATION. VITUPERATION. EXPATRIATION. A  COUN- 
TRY   CHURCH-YARD,    AND    AN    UNEXPECTED    MEETING. 

Mr.  Broughton's  suit  went  prosperously 
on  ;  his  next  object,  however,  which  was  to  keep 
both  his  design  and  success  a  secret,  as  signally 
failed ;  the  wax  was  scarcely  cold  on  the  letter 
of  acceptance,  ere  the  World  (at  least  that  vast 
portion  of  it  contained  in  the  respective  circles 
of  acquaintance  of  the  parties)  was  discussing 
all  its  particulars. 

Of  course  the  said  "  World"  was  much  shocked 
at  the  enormity  of  the  proceeding,  and  came  to 
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the  charitable  conclusion,  as  these  sorts  of  Worlds 
usually  do,  that  the  Gentleman  was  out  of  his 
senses,  and  the  Lady  a  wretch. 

On  the  report  reaching  Miss  Magge's  ears,  she 
positively  declined  to  believe  those  respectable 
organs  till  her  eyes  also  should  add  their  testi- 
mony to  the  fact ;  then,  indeed,  the  slight  aber- 
ration of  intellect  with  which  Mr.  Broughton  had 
been  invested  by  the  kindness  of  his  friends  at 
large,  would  sink  to  nothing  compared  with  the 
raving  insanity  which,  as  she  declared,  would  be 
attributed  to  him  by  the  fair  spinster. 

"  The  Simpleton  !  the  Madman  !  the — the — 
the  superannuated  old  Jack  — "  she  could  not 
quite  pronounce  the  concluding  word  of  the 
climax,  —  "  to  make  himself  miserable  and  de- 
grade his  daughter  —  to  marry  at  his  time  of 
life, — and  such  a  little  ugly,  chattering,  insigni- 
ficant minx  too  !  —  if  indeed  he  had  chosen  some 
intimate  friend, — some  one  used  to  his  eccentri- 
cities, some  prudent,  experienced  person  such  as — " 
—  a  glow,  long  unknown,  stole  through  the 
lady's  veins, —  a  feeble  blush,  probably  for  the 
last    time,    re-visited   her    sallow    cheek,  —  the 

VOL.    III.  I 
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only  approach  to  "  damask "  whicli  it  had  ex- 
perienced for  many  a  long  year, —  she  sighed, 
but  she  had  not  courage  to  give  full  utterance  to 
the  personal  pronoun. 

But  notwithstanding  all  this  "  war  of  the 
many  against  ^mjo,"  Mr.  Broughton  did  actually 
in  his  own  good  time  espouse  the  "  little,  plain, 
&c.  &c."  individual  alluded  to, — and,  what  is  yet 
more  remarkable,  no  sooner  was  the  ceremony 
performed,  than  he  packed  up  four  new  blue 
coats  with  gilt  buttons,  and  a  proportionate  num- 
ber of  buckskin  habiliments,  in  a  travelling  car- 
riage, and  started,  at  the  rate  of  twelve  miles  an 
hour,  for  the  Continent. 

The  old  gentleman  was  desperate, — indeed  the 
highly  consistent  conduct  of  his  acquaintances  had 
nearly  produced  the  very  phrenzy  which  they  had 
foretold, — and  at  that  particular  juncture  had  an 
embassy  to  the  potentate  of  Crim  Tartary,  the 
Pope,  Prester  John,  or  the  Grand  Llama  of 
Thibet,  been  offered  for  his  acceptance, — the 
command  of  an  expedition  of  discovery  to  the 
North  Pole,  or  a  Poor  Law  Commissionership 
in  the  Island  of  Owyhee, —  he  had  scarcely  de- 


THE   INHERITANCE.  171 

clined  the  appointment,  —  anything  would  have 
appeared  preferable  to  his  present  exposure  to 
the  commiseration  of  his  friends  and  the  extor- 
tions of  Major  Faullcland. 

It  so  happened,  however,  that  none  of  these 
diplomatic  situations  were  placed  at  his  disposal, 
so  he  took  up  the  Gazetteer. — Florence  was  the 
first  name  that  caught  his  eye  : — 

"  Of  all  the  fairest  cities  of  the  earth 
None  is  so  fair  as  Florence." — 

Not  that  he  knew  anything  about  that,  but 
fair  or  foul,  to  Florence  did  he  determine  to 
bend  his  steps,  and  that  with  the  greater  readi- 
ness, perhaps,  because  lie  had  frequently  met  a 
gentleman  who  had  passed  many  years  there, 
and  had  returned  very  nearly  as  stout  as  he 
set  out ;  from  which  circumstance  Mr.  Brough- 
ton  very  justly  concluded,  not  only  that  there 
really  was  such  a  place  as  Florence,  but  that 
there  was  also  a  possibility  of  journeying  thither, 
and  that  the  air  was  such  as  might,  in  par- 
ticular  instances,  be   inhaled   by  English    lungs 

without  any  reasonable  dread  of  instant  decom- 

I  2 
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position, — matters  which  he  held  in  some  doubt 
as  regarded  "  foreign  parts,"  in  general. 

"  Frank,  my  boy,"  said  he,  as  they  sat  to- 
gether, in  what  he  called  his  study,  on  the  even- 
ing previous  to  his  marriage,  "  you  know  why 
I  do  this ; — you  can  bear  witness  that  my  sole 
object  in  thus  uniting  myself  with  Miss  Farn- 
ham  is  to  secure  a  comfortable  home  for  my 
poor  dear  girl  after  my  decease,  and  to  baulk 
that  cold-blooded  villain,  Faulkland,  of  one- 
third  of  his  expected  income. — I  suppose  they 
will  laugh  at  me  a  good  deal,""  he  added,  after  a 
pause  :  "  well,  thank  Heaven,  I  shan't  hear 
them.  —  Do  you  know  what  Coolie  says?" 

Frank  smiled  slightly,  but  returned  no  answer. 

"Ah,  that  will  do — I  see,"  exclaimed  the 
bridegroom  in  expectancy,  "  and  you  may  tell 
him  from  me  he  is  an  obstinate  old  blockhead 
not  to  appreciate  my  motives  better.  You,  at 
least,  don't  doubt  me,  Frank  .''" 

"  Not  for  an  instant,"  replied  Sherborne 
eagerly. 

"  Francis,"  pursued  the  old  man  in  a  graver 
tone  of  voice,  almost  amounting  to  solemnity ; 
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"  I  have  wronged  you,  —  we  have  all  wronged 
you,  and  that  past  redemption  ;  but  'tis  past, 
and  I  trust  forgiven." 

Sherborne  pressed  the  trembling  hand  that 
was  offered  him. 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know  it  is,""  continued  Mr. 
Broughton  ;  "  but  I  have  one  favour  to  beg, 
Francis.  —  Faulkland  !  —  though  the  ocean  will 
separate  us,  yet,  I  own,  I  dread  his  influence, 
—  sleeping  or  waking  that  bad  man's  form  still 
haunts  me  ;  —  for  my  sake,  Frank,  —  for  the 
sake  of  one  who  must  be  nameless,  —  keep  a 
watchful  and  a  wary  eye  upon  that  man." 

Sherborne  said  nothing,  but  there  was  that 
in  his  flashing  eye  and  compressed  lips  that  told 
his  companion  the  injunction  was  unnecessary. 
A  long  and  a  sad  journey  was  in  prospect,  and 
he  proceeded  with  an  overflowing  heart  to  take 
his  leave  of  his  aged  friend. 

"  Heaven  bless  you  !  "  cried  the  latter,  a  tear 
starting  into  either  eye  as  he  spoke  :  "  you 
will  bid  farewell  to  Clara  ? "  Sherborne  shook 
his  head.  "  Well,  perhaps  better  not ;  —  it 
is  not  for  us,"  he  concluded,  "  to  arraign   Provi- 
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dence,  but  had  it  been  pleased  to  have  con- 
founded this  black  scheme  of  villany,  we  would 
never  have  parted  in  this  world  ;  as  it  is,  there 
is  a  something  which  tells  me  that  we  now  do  so 
for  the  last  time." 

On  quitting  Russell  Square  Frank  hastened  to 
place  himself  upon  the  Dover  mail :  —  it  was  a 
boisterous  night,  and  he  wrapped  his  box-coat 
closely  around  him,  wondering,  as  he  watched  the 
men  carelessly  throwing  up  the  letter-bags,  if  amid 
the  various  miseries  they  would  arouse  on  the 
morrow,  any  one  prospect  would  be  unfolded  as 
dismal  as  his  own.  He  Avas  about  to  return  to 
his  father's  house  —  no  smiling  faces  —  no  glad 
hearts  there  awaited  him  :  it  was  a  house  of 
mourning.  Julia,  the  playmate  of  his  youth 
—  the  sympathising  sharer  of  his  later  trials, 
lay  a  corpse  within  its  walls. 

Although  various  and  extensive  have  been  the 
improvements  lately  introduced  into  the  parish 
of  ]\Ieltham,  the  church  and  churchyard  have  by 
great  good  fortune  escaped  their  influence.  The 
vicarage,  as  has  been  stated,  is  completely  remo- 
delled ;    the  medical  gentleman  has  affixed  a  new 
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and  brilliant  brass-plate  to  his  door,  above  which  a 
hand,  adorned  with  graceful  flourishes,  directs  at- 
tention to  "  the  Night  bell,"  and  over  all  a 
stout  glass  bottle,  filled  with  a  pink  aperient,  is 
distinctly  visible  in  the  fan-light ; — the  little  ale- 
house, too,  —  a  favour  conceded  to  the  reiterated 
requests  of  the  "  nobility  and  gentry"  of  the 
neighbourhood, — has  erected  a  flag-staff,  and  four 
green  boxes,  in  a  small  potato-field ;  an  adjoin- 
ing half  acre  has  been  tastefully  laid  out  in  cab- 
bages and  gooseberry  bushes,  the  whole  forming, 
as  we  gather  from  a  rainbow-looking  inscription 
over  the  entrance,  "  A  delightful  tea-garden, 
with  extensive  pleasure-grounds." 

But  the  churchyard  still  exists  simple  and 
retired  as  when  it  received  within  its  cold  bosom 
the  broken-hearted  Julia — it  lies  buried  in  wood, 
being  separated  from  the  park  of  a  nobleman,  the 
patron  of  the  living,  and  of  which  park  it  seems 
to  form  a  portion,  by  a  thick  screen  of  yew  and 
cypress ;  these,  planted  in  a  semicircle,  close  up 
nearly  to  either  extremity  of  the  church,  while 
tall  forest  trees  towering  beyond,  appear,  like 
gigantic  warders,  to  be  defending  the   peaceful 
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spot  alike  from  tlie  incursions  of  the  tempest  and 
of  man. 

All  here  was  hushed  and  still  as  if  each  home 
was  tenantless,  and  the  village  contained  no  in- 
habitant save  those  who  were  gathered  here,  — 
as  if  the  medical  gentleman  had  done  his  worst, 
then  tied  up  his  night-bell,  swallowed  the  pink 
aperient  over  the  door,  and  departed  in  search 
of  his  patients  to  another  clime. 

Gradually  the  clattering  of  hoofs  on  the  rough 
and  uneven  road  broke  upon  the  stillness  of  the 
night  ;  and  a  horseman,  wrapped  in  a  large 
cloak,  reined  up  his  steed  by  the  churchyard- 
gate  :  he  dismounted,  and,  fastening  his  bridle 
to  the  rail,  entered  the  burial  ground.  No 
breath  was  stirring,  no  sound  was  audible  —  a 
bright  harvest-moon,  rising  above  the  leafy  screen 
before  alluded  to,  shone  full  upon  the  ivy-clad 
tower  of  the  old  grey  church,  and  left  half  the 
enclosure  wrapped  in  the  deepest  gloom. 

The  traveller  paused: — the  witchery  of  the 
scene  conjured  up  feelings  strange  to  his  breast 
—  it  was  a  spot,  it  was  an  hour,  to  drown  all 
consciousness  of  the  present  —  to  recall  the  past, 
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—  to    induce   vague    dim   apprehensions   of   the 
future. 

He  gave  one  glance  towards  the  silent  village 
that  slept  in  the  moonlight  below,  then  looked 
on  the  green  turf,  beneath  which  their  "  rude 
forefathers"  lay  sunk  in  that  deeper  sleep ;  — 
his  was  not  a  spirit  to  wander  long  amid  such 
thoughts,  and  he  passed  on  to  the  object  of  his 
visit. 

Quitting  the  narrow  pathway,  he  strode  over 

the   grass-grown    mounds    towards    the    extreme 

edge    of  the   churchyard,    where    the    yew  trees 

threw    their    darkest    shade,    till    treading   upon 

some  earth   that  had  been  lately  broken  up,  he 

drew  hastily  back.     Nothing  told  of  the  bosom, 

so  lately  warm,  that  lay  but  a  few  feet  beneath 

his  heel ;  yet  his  frame  shook  as  though  a  spectre 

had  crossed  his  path  —  he  felt  he  was  standing 

above  that  once-loved  form  which  had  so  often 

drunk  in  life  and  happiness  from  his  smiles  —  he 

threw  back  his  cloak,  and  tore  the   handkerchief 

from  his  swelling  throat. 

"  Poor   fond   girl  !  "  he  muttered,    "  I  have 

quenched   the   light  in   thine   eyes,  and  chilled 

I  5 
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thy  happy  heart.  I  did  not  deem,"  he  added, 
in  a  low  husky  tone,  "  the  blow  would  have 
sunk  so  deep," — At  this  moment  a  heavy  hand 
was  laid  upon  his  shoulder. 

The  traveller  started  —  the  unexpectedness  of 
the  shock  sent  the  blood  rushing  back  to  his 
heart :  recovering  himself,  however,  in  an  in- 
stant, he  demanded  fiercely  the  cause  of  so  ab- 
rupt and  rude  a  salutation. 

The  individual  v/ho  had  thus  approached  him 
unperceived,  gazed  steadily  for  some  moments  on 
his  flushed  brow,  then  pointing  towards  the  grave 
below  said  slowly,  "  You  triumph,  sir — your 
victim  lies  before  you." 

"  Ha  !  Sherborne  ! "  exclaimed  the  other ; 
"  pass  on  !  —  or,  spy  and  coward  as  you  are  — 
I  '11  strike  you  to  the  ground." 

"  I  am  loth,  Major  Faulkland,"  replied  Frank, 
"  to  disturb  that  wholesome  remorse  which, 
standing  where  you  do,  must  wring  even  your 
heart ;  —  but  I  must  do  my  errand." 

"  Errand  ?  —  what  errand  can  vou  have  to 
me  ?    and    from  whom  ? "     was   the    reply,    ut- 
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tered  in  a  tone  approaching  to  menace,  yet 
tremulous  witlial,  and  as  if  checked  by  some 
powerful  and  controlling  emotion. 

"  A  melancholy  one,"  said  Sherborne;    "and 
from  one  who  never  will  trouble  you  with  mes- 


sage more." 


"  Be  brief,  sir,"  returned  the  Major,  haugh- 
tily. 

"  Receive  this,"  pursued  Frank,  giving  into 
the  hand  of  the  other  a  plain  gold  ring :  "  you 
may  remember  it  —  the  hand  on  which  it  rested 
is  even  now  between  us  —  the  wearer  bade  me 
restore  it  to  him  who  placed  it  there,  trust- 
ing that  it  might  sometimes  recall  a  kind  re- 
membrance of  her,  and  a  gleam  of  affection  for 
her  child  ;  and  further,  she  bade  me  say,  her 
dying  prayer  was  that  Heaven  might  forgive 
him  as  she  did. —  Farewell,  Captain  Mo7itague ! 
—  here  —  by  her  grave  I  render  up  my  trust  ! " 

Faulkland  thrust  the  ring  within  his  bosom, 
and  without  a  word  in  answer  to  the  concluding 
sarcasm,  though  the  sound  of  the  assumed  name, 
under  which  his  villanies  had    been  perpetrated, 
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stung  him  to  the  very  quick,  drew  his  hat  over 
his  brow,  and  hastily  retraced  his  steps  ;  then 
springing  into  the  saddle,  struck  deep  his  spurs, 
and  galloped  off  in  the  direction  of  the  high 
road. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes  ? 

*         *         *         * 
I  stand  here  for  my  bond  ! 


Shy  lock. 


THE    JEW    AND    THE    GENTILE. QUESTION    AND    ANSWER. 

ALL      IS      NOT     GOLD     THAT      GLITTERS.  THE      MAJOR     IN 

TROUBLE. THE    PARAGRAPH. A    LOCK    AND    KEY AND 

A    BOLT. 

"  Time  stays  for  no  man,"  says  the  proverb; — 
"  except  for  Tom  Hill,"  said  Theodore  Hook. — 
Alack  !  alack !  even  that  exception  is  now  want- 
ing to  prove  a  rule  which  is  but  too  surely  estab- 
lished without  it. — "  Poor  Tom's  a-eold  !  !" 

Nor  was  it  otherwise  with  those  in  whose 
"  whereabouts  "  I  would  fain  hope  I  may  have 
succeeded  in  interesting  my  readers. 

Months  had,  indeed,  rolled  on  without  bring- 
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ing  with  tliem  anything  material  to  influence  the 
fortunes  of  those  connected  with  our  tale.  Mr. 
Broughton  continued  to  reside  with  his  family  at 
Florence.  The  Major  was  living  a  life  exceed- 
ingly grateful  to  one  of  his  peculiar  bent.  He 
had  achieved  Crockford''s,  engaged  rooms  in  the 
Albany,  introduced  a  cab  of  unrivalled  style,  and 
was  supposed  to  be  honoured  with  very  particular 
approbation  by  the  lyremiere  danseuse  of  the 
Opera.  As  for  Frank,  he  had  located  himself 
again  in  his  quiet  chambers,  and  applied  himself 
to  the  study  of  Coke  upon  Littleton,  et  id  genus 
omne,  with  more  perseverance  if  not  with  the 
energy  of  former  times. 

One  morning — it  might  be  nearly  a  year  since 
he  had  recurred  to  his  studies  in  his  old  abode, 
—  on  returning  from  his  morning's  walk,  he 
fancied  himself  regarded  with  unusual  interest 
by  a  gentleman  who  kept  at  no  great  distance 
in  his  wake. 

Frank  quickened  his  pace,  but  although  his 
pursuer  appeared,  like  Hamlet,  "  somewhat  fat 
and  scant  of  breath,"  he  nevertheless  tripped  on 
with  marvellous  acti\itv.     Determined  not  to  be 
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dogged,  Frank  increased  his  speed  as  mucli  as 
possible  without  breaking  into  an  actual  canter; 
still  his  obese  friend  did  not  appear  to  lose  way, 
but  bounded  lightly  on  like  an  Indian-rubber 
gentleman. 

Sherborne  at  length  began  to  feel  annoyed 
at  his  assiduity,  and  in  order  to  put  a  final 
stop  to  a  proceeding  which  he  disliked  he  knew 
not  why,  turned  abruptly  down  the  first  street 
that  presented  itself,  and  after  a  quarter  of  an 
hour's  sharp  walking  regained  his  apartments  by 
a  circuitous  route. 

He  had  hardly  seated  himself  and  placed  a  for- 
midable array  of  books  in  convenient  order  be- 
fore him,  when  the  little  scrubby  hobble-de-hoy, 
who  in  our  Inns  of  Courts  usually  unites  the 
offices  of  clerk,  porter,  and  valet,  to  young  gen- 
tlemen learned  in  the  law,  informed  him  that 
a  gentleman  desired  to  speak  with  him  ;  an  or- 
der for  the  said  gentleman's  admission  having 
been  issued,  to  his  surprise,  the  same  corpulent 
individual  who  had  so  lately  been  hunting  him, 
and  whom  he  had  flattered  himself  he  had  just 
distanced  so  cleverly,  was  ushered  in. 
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"  Don't  be  alarmed,  sir, — don't  be  alarmed, 
sir,"  he  exclaimed,  perceiving  that  Frank  was 
about  to  rise — Frank  was  never  less  alarmed  in 
his  life,  but  his  visiter  had  been  accustomed 
to  inspire  terror  wherever  he  went,  and  assumed 
its  presence  now  as  a  matter  of  course. — "  Don't 
be  frightened,  my  visit  is  not  professional." 

"  It  is  not  one  of  mere  ceremony  I  should 
imagine,"  replied  Sherborne  smiling. 

"  Oh  no,  by  no  means — no  !  I  presume  I  have 
the  honour  of  addressing  Mr.  Sherborne  ? " — 
Frank  bowed, — "  and  perhaps  you  are  not  aware 
who  is  the  personage  that  has  that  honour  ?  " 

Frank  intimated  that  he  was  so  far  unfortunate. 

"I,  sir,"  pursued  the  stout  gentleman,  bring- 
ing his  feet  into  the  third  position  and  throw- 
injr  back  his  head,  a  movement  which  much 
facilitated  the  disengaging  of  his  shirt-frill,  and 
materially  aided  the  effect  of  the  attitude.  "  I, 
sir,  am  Mr.  Isaaks — the  Mr.  Isaaks  —  sworn 
officer  of  the  Sheriff  for  the  county  of  Middlesex, 
and  at  your  service — "he  bowed  with  dignity. 

"  Indeed,"  said  Frank. 

"  Fact,"  rejoined  the  other  ;   "  but  do  not  be 
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nervous — I  have  cast  off  the  officer ;  he  has  not 
entered  this  apartment  ; — here,  sir, — I  am  proud 
to  say, — I  am  but  plain  Mr.  Isaaks." 

Without  paying  much  attention  to  this  nice 
distinction,  Frank  inquired  in  what  character 
and  for  what  purpose  "  plain  Mr.  Isaaks,"  —  our 
old  acquaintance,  whose  weight,  in  every  sense  of 
the  word,  had  much  increased  since  last  we  en- 
joyed the  felicity  of  his  society, — had  given  him 
the  pleasure  of  his  company. 

"  Before  I  reply  at  length  to  your  very  na- 
tural question,"  returned  the  Jew,  "  will  you 
be  good  enough  to  inform  me  if  you  are  not 
acting  as  agent,  confidential  adviser  —  man  of 
business  in  short,  to  a  gentleman  of  the  name 
of  Broughton,  of  Lindsay  Court,  in  Kent,  who 
has  been  for  some  time  past  living  in  Italy  ?" 

"  I  am  charged  with  the  superintendence  of 
that  gentleman's  estates  during  his  absence,  un- 
questionably," said  Frank. 

"  Umph  !  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Isaaks  ;  "  now,  sir, 
can  you  oblige  me  so  far  as  to  say  whether,  im- 
mediately previous  to  his  departure  from  Eng- 
land,  Mr,  Broughton  executed  any  deed  of  im- 
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portance, — of  course  I  mean  any  deed  exclusive 
of  those  connected  with,  his  marriage  ? " 

"  None,  sir,  I  should  conceive  of  any  im- 
portance to  a  perfect  stranger,"  replied  Sherborne 
coolly. 

"  Ah,  exactly,"  said  Mr.  Isaaks  ;  *'  but  pray, 
sir,  do  not  view  me  in  the  very  unfavourable 
light  you  appear  to  see  me  in ;  believe  me,  sir, 
I  take  a  very  deep  interest, —  I  don't  exagge- 
rate at  all  when  I  say  I  take  a  vtry  deep  in- 
terest—  very  deep  indeed  in  Mr.  Broughton*'s 
family.  I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  good  deal 
employed,  sir,  by  one  of  its  members  ; — we  are 
under  great  and  .  mutual  obligations  to  one 
another. — Now,  sir,  all  I  wish  you  to  inform 
me  of  is  —  only  to  avoid  the  delay  of  an  appli- 
cation by  letter,  —  whether  the  venerable  head 
of  that  family  executed  any  bond  to  the  amount 
of  some  thousands  in  August  last  .'* " 

"  I  can  guess  the  name  of  your  employer,  sir," 
said  Frank,  "  though  I  confess  I  do  not  see  the 
motives  for  the  inquiry." 

"  Quite  honourable — sir,  nothing  but !" 
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interrupted  the  bailiff,  placing  his  hand  upon  the 
spot  which,  in  mankind  in  general,  is  said  to  con- 
tain the  heart. 

"  Doubtless,"  continued  Sherborne,  "  and  as 
there  can  be  no  reason  to  the  contrary,  I  have  no 
hesitation  in  saying  that  Mr.  Broughton  executed 
no  such  instrument,  as  the  one  you  allude  to, 
with  my  knowledge,  and  that  he  could  scarcely 
have  done  so  without  it." 

"  Oh  !  oh  !  he  didn't— didn't  he?"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Isaaks  jumping  up, — "  that's  quite  sufficient: 
—  good-day,  sir  ;  your  most  obedient.  —  Pray 
don't  trouble  yourself, — I  can  let  myself  out, — I 
rather  prefer  it." 

And  before  Frank,  had  he  been  so  minded, 
could  have  reached  the  stair,  the  door  had  closed 
upon  his  visiter. 

"  Now  what,  in  heaven's  name,  does  all  this 
mean  ?"  quoth  Mr.  Frank  Sherborne  to  him- 
self ; — but  as  the  person  whom  he  addressed 
knew  nothing  about  the  matter,  of  course  he 
received  no  information  on  the  subject. 

Early  as  it  yet   was,   the  bailiff  on   quitting 
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Sherborne's  chambers,  proceeded  thoughtfully 
yet  rapidly  towards  the  apartments  of  Major 
Faulldand. 

On  reaching  the  Piccadilly  entrance  of  the 
Albany,  a  tall,  awkwardly-built  man,  habited  in 
a  rough  great-coat  with  wooden  buttons,  lounged 
up  to  him  and  touched  his  hat. 

"  He  is  safe  ?*"  asked  the  Jew  with  eagerness  : 
— the  man  removed  the  stump  of  a  very  black  cigar 
from  his  mouth,  squirted  the  juice  dexterously  out 
of  one  corner  of  it,  and  replied  simply,  "  Saferer 
nor  the  Monument  —  Bill 's  at  t"'other  end." 

"  Then  keep  close  —  I  '11  make  myself  heard 
if  I  require  assistance."  The  man  leaned  back 
against  the  wall  and  winked  —  it  cost  him  less 
exertion  than  a  reply  or  even  a  word  of  assent 
would  have  done,  and  he  was  evidently  an  eco- 
nomist in  labour. 

Mr.  Isaaks  proceeded  without  further  delay 
straight  to  the  Major's  rooms,  and  found  that 
gentleman,  albeit  at  a  very  unfashionable  hour, 
not  only  dressed,  but  on  the  point  of  sallying 
forth  to  take  a  ride  in  the  Park. 

"  Servant,   Major,"   said   Mr.  Isaaks,   seating 
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himself  and  tlirowing  his  gloves  very  hard  into 
the  hat  which  he  had  placed  between  his  feet : 
"  sorry  to  detain  you,  — fine  morning  for  a  ride, 
—  but  just  two  minutes,  if  you  please." 

Faulkland  hesitated  for  a  moment,  then  seated 
himself  with  an  air  of  undisguised  impatience. 

"  Heard  from  the  Governor  lately?"  inquired 
Mr.  Isaaks,  looking  up — "  quite  well,  I  hope  ?  " 

"Well?"  repeated  the  Major  :  "yes,  he  is 
well,  and" — he  appended  a  little  wish,  bearing 
some  relation  to  the  old  gentleman's  eventual 
comfort. 

"  Wonderful  how  marrying  again  agrees  with 
some  folks." 

Faulkland  not  caring  either  to  admit  or  deny 
this  important  proposition,  the  Jew  proceeded. 
"  It  is  lucky  he  is  well,  as  there  is  a  little  grain 
of  difficulty  arisen  about  that  bond  of  his." 

"  The  interest  has  been  paid  to  the  day,  has 
it  not  ?"  asked  the  Major. 

"  Oh,  quite  a  pattern  fur  punctuality  —  sharp 
to  a  second,"  returned  the  other.  "  It  isn't  for 
tliat  ;  —  no,  bless  you,  the  hitch  hangs  on  the 
principal.'' 
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The  least  possible  change  passed  over  Faulk- 
land's  countenance  ; — it  was  gone  in  an  instant ; 
but,  slight  as  it  was,  it  did  not  escape  the  keen 
eye  of  the  wary  Israelite. 

"  Phoo  !""  said  the  Major,  with  a  forced  smile; 
"  the  principal  is  safe  enough  ;  old  Broughton's 
name  is  good  for  ten  times  the  sum." 

"  Ten  times  ten  is  a  hundred  —  a  hundred 
thousand! — Well,  perhaps  it  is," said  Mr.  Isaalcs; 
"  but  how  if  he  never  happened  to  put  his  name 
to  any  such  security  ? " 

"  What  bantering  is  this  ?"  said  Faulkland, 
haughtily. 

"  Why,  as  you  say,  it  is  a  joke,"  replied  Mr. 
Isaaks ;  "  and  an  uncommon  lively  one  too — 
a  trifle  too  practical,  perhaps,  and  it  isn't  easy 
to  say  where  it  may  end." 

"  You  forget  yourself,  sir,"  said  the  Major, 
rising  ;  "  your  pleasantry  is  past  my  compre- 
hension." 

"  Hold  !  "  said  the  Jew,  placing  himself  before 
the  door  :  "  in  five  words,  that  bond  is  a  forgery, 
Major  Faulkland  —  can  you  comprehend  that  ?" 

"  A  forgery,"  repeated  the  other,  with  all  the 
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outward  appearance  of  astonishment  he  could 
summon  to  his  aid. 

"  A  forgery  —  and  you  know  it  ! "  returned 
Isaaks  coolly. 

"  'Tis  false  as  hell  ! "  exclaimed  Faulkland. 
"  I  could  swear  to  the  signature  among  a  thou- 
sand forgeries." 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  bailiff,  "  it  is  well  done 
— devilish  well  done  —  it  bit  me,  and  there  is  but 
one  man  in  England  that  can  do  that  —  how  you 
got  at  him  is  no  aifair  of  mine." 

"Villain — liar!"  cried  Faulkland;  "you 
shall  answer  for  this  by  all  — " 

"  Come,  come,  Major,  what  is  the  use  of 
swearing ;  as  you  won't  take  my  word  for  it,  you 
must  just  come  to  the  office  —  your  old  room  is 
disengaged,  and  a  very  little  time  —  a  month  or 
so  at  most  will  bring  us  word  from  the  old  gen- 
tleman himself." 

"  And  by  what  authority,  sir,  do  you  make 
this  demand  ?"  asked  Faulkland. 

The  bailiff  smiled  —  took  a  pinch  of  snuff, 
pointed  to  the  corner  of  a  leathern  case  emerging 
from  his  breast-pocket,  and  pushed  his  snuff-box 
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across  to  the  Major.  For  a  minute  tliey  re- 
garded each  other  without  speaking. 

*'  In  short,  you  are  blown,  Major,"  at  length 
said  Mr.  Isaaks,  breaking  silence, — "  one  word 
from  me  and  you  hang  like  a  dog  !" 

Faulkland  made  no  reply,  but  opening  a 
drawer  in  the  table  drew  out  a  small  pistol,  and 
presenting  it  cocked  at  his  companion,  asked 
composedly,  "  And  what  is  there  to  prevent  my 
securing  your  silence  for  ever  ?  —  a  touch  of  the 
finger  does  it,  and  a  man  may  as  well  swing  for 
murder  as  for  forgery." 

Mr.  Isaaks  seemed  to  feel  the  full  force  of 
this  argument ;  he  turned  pale  and  glanced  rather 
uneasily  towards  the  door. 

"  Stir  and  I  pull,"  said  Faulkland,  coolly. 

"  You  admit  the  fact  ?"  inquired  Isaaks,  dog- 
gedly. 

"  I  admit  nothing,"  returned  the  Major ; 
"  but  there,"  he  added,  replacing  the  weapon  in 
the  spot  whence  he  had  taken  it,  *'  I  can  trust 
you  —  it  is  not  your  interest  to  betray  me,  or  I 
would  have  put  it  beyond  your  power."" 

"  Why,  as  you  say,   I  should  be  sorry  to  do 
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the  ungenteel  thing,  or  hurt  the  delicacy  of  a 
friend,"  returned  the  other. 

"  At  the  certain  loss  of  ten  thousand  pounds," 
added  the  Major ;  "  I  believe  you  : —  that  do- 
cument must  be  destroyed." 

"  And  what  security  have  I,"  asked  the  Jew, 
"  that  you  will  not  fly  the  country  ?  " 

"  The  very  best,"  answered  Faulkland,  "  my 
interest  forbids  it ;  —  name  your  price.'" 

The  Jew  paused,  and  from  the  unconnected 
words  that  fell  from  him,  such  as  "  monies  sunk" 
— "life  insurance" — "compounding  felony,"  — 
seemed  to  be  running  over  in  his  mind  the  items 
of  a  bill  of  costs. 

At  this  moment  the  door  was  thrown  violently 
open,  and  Mr.  Robert  Coryton,  bearing  a  double 
sheet  of  the  Times  newspaper  "  displayed,  pro- 
per," stumbled  headlong  into  the  apartment. 

"  It  is  all  U  P,"  he  gasped,  flourishing  the 
paper,  and  staring  alternately  at  Faulkland  and 
his  companion,  "  Fuimus  Troes  !  and  no  mis- 
take." 

"  The  fool  is  mad,"  cried  Faulkland,  sternlv. 

"  Or  drunk,"  suggested  Mr.  Isaaks. 

VOL.    III.  H 
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"  Drunk  !"  repeated  the  intruder  ;  "  no,  by 
Mars,  Bacchus,  Apollo  virorum  ! — No,  never 
was  anybody  more  sober  in  this  world  —  not  a 
hope,  not  a  chance  left  though.  Read  that,  or 
listen  : — 

"  '  At  Florence,  on  the  8th  of  June,  the  lady 
of  John  Broughton,  of  Lindsay  Court,  in  the 
county  of  Kent,  Esquire,  of  a  son  and  heir.'  " 

"  D — nation,"  shouted  Faulkland,  springing 
from  his  seat,  as  the  Jew  darted  forward  at  the 
same  moment  to  secure  his  prey. 

He  was  too  late, —  the  table,  purposely  upset 
by  the  other,  impeded  his  progress.  Coryton, 
in  his  abrupt  entrance,  had  left  the  room  door 
open, —  the  key  on  the  outside.  Faulkland 
gained  it, — passed  it, — in  an  instant  shot  the 
bolt,  and  cut  off  pursuit. 

"  He  has  lost  the  game,  by  Heaven  !  *" 
said  Mr.  Bob  Coryton. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Faintly  as  tolls  the  evening  chime, 

Our  voices  keep  tune  and  our  oars  keep  time, 

But  when  the  wind  blows  off  the  shore. 

Oh  sweetly  we  '11  rest  our  weary  oar. 

Row,  brothers,  row  ! 

Moore. 


Duncan  is  in  his  grave  : 

After  life's  fitful  fever  he  sleeps  well . 

Treason  has  done  its  worst, —  nor  steel  nor  poison, 

Malice  domestic,  foreign  levy,  nothing 

Can  touch  him  further. 

Macbeth. 


THE     PIC-NIC. POETRY      AND     PIGEON     PIE. KEW-COMERS 

AND    CUCUMBERS. NEWS     FROM     ABROAD. DEATH    AND 

ABDUCTION. 

"  'Tis  he  ! — well  met  in  any  hour  ! " — exclaim- 
ed Mr.  George  Hazelcline,  pulling  up  his  cabriolet 
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sharp  in  the  middle  of  Regent  Street,  to  address 
Mr.  Francis  Sherborne ;  "  come,  scrape  your 
boots,  Frank,  and  jump  in." 

The  diminutive  tiger,  to  whom  we  have  al- 
luded in  the  earlier  part  of  this  veracious  nar- 
rative, sprang  to  the  rein.  He  was  one  of  those 
gentlemen  with  whom,  according  to  the  poet, 
"  Time  stands  still  withal."  Whether  a  co- 
pious administration  of  alcohol  in  early  life  had 
•  arrested  Nature  in  her  progress,  as  a  dram  of 
gin  is  used  to  stunt  a  puppy,  or  from  whatever 
other  cause  it  might  proceed,  the  urchin,  though 
so  many  months  had  flown  over  his  head  in  the 
interval,  seemed  to  be  not  an  inch  taller,  nor  an 
ounce  heavier,  than  when  we  last  parted  with  him 

Frank,  having  complied  with  the  directions 
given  him,  and  assumed  his  seat,  his  "  exquisite"" 
friend  thus  continued  —  "  That  young  rascal 
must  carry  more  weight  yet :  when  the  mare 
throws  her  head  up  she  lifts  him,  tops  and  all, 
completely  off  the  ground  ;  —  but  to  business. 
— You  know  Miss  Alleine?" 

"  I  have  seen  her,"  replied  Frank. 

"  Seen  her  !"  muttered  his  companion  ;  "  one 
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would  think  you  were  talking  of  a  coal  mine,  or 
Mount  Vesuvius.  Don't  you  admire  her — adore 
her  ?  " 

"  She  is  a  very  fine  girl,"  replied  Sherborne, 
with  a  smile  ;    "  but  I  know  so  little  of  her." 

"  You  shall-  know  more,"  interrupted  Hazel- 
dine  :  "  I  myself  do  admire  her  and  adore  her, 
and  what  proof  do  you  suppose  I  have  given  of 
my  adoration  ?" 

"  Proposed  to  her?"  said  Frank. 

"  Heaven  forbid  !"  cried  the  other,  with  a  slight 
start :  "  how  coolly  you  utter  that  awful  word  ! 
No, — I  have  not  done  that  exactly  ;  but  I  have, 
for  her  sweet  sake,  actually  lent  myself  to  a  pic- 
nic party  —  you  must  support  me  through  the 
perils  of  the  day." 

"  I  ? — really,  my  dear  George,"  returned 
Frank  Sherborne,   "  it  is  impossible." 

"  Of  course  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Hazeldine  ;  "  but 
though  that  is  an  objection,  nevertheless  and 
notwithstanding  you  must  come  —  so  listen  — 
we  embark  from  the  lawn  at  Fulham, — row  up  to 
Pope's  villa — or  '  pull  up,'  I  am  told,  is  the  pro- 
per term  ; — and  there  eat  a  great  many  pigeon 
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pies,   and  drink  a  great  deal  of  champagne  with 
the  chill  off." 

"Ay,  —  without  chairs  or  tables,  and  with  a 
very  limited  supply  of  crockery — that,  I  believe, 
is  what  they  call  a  pic-nic."" 

In  his  present  frame  of  mind  Frank  had  no 
great  devotion  to  the  deed,  but  Hazeldine,  who 
really  liked  him,  was  urgent ;  so  that,  in  fine,  after 
a  little  more  persuasion,  the  impossibility  was 
bottled  up  for  another  occasion,  and  he  con- 
sented to  be  called  for  on  the  following  morning 
ai  "  twelve  precisely." 

"  One  word,"  said  Hazeldine,  as  they  parted  ; 
— "  you  will  pardon  my  alluding  to  it,  but  it  is 
a  point  that  might  escape  you  :— we  are  all  to  be 
in  pure  whites — and  if  you  could  conveniently 
be  uniform — " 

"  Well,  well,"  replied  Frank  laughing,  "  uhi 
phira  nitent,  I  will  not  prove  one  of  the  sombre 
spots — fare  thee  well." 

A  brilliant  morning  succeeded,  the  glass  got 
up  in  a  hurry  just  in  time  to  save  its  credit,  and 
everything  portended  a  lovely  day  ;  cabmen  were 
smoking  the  pipes  of  discontent,  and  their  mise- 
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rable  cattle  prepared  for  a  "  whole  holiday." — If 
any  one  animal  enjoys  a  fine  day  more  than  an- 
other it  must  surely  be  a  hackney-coach  horse. 

"  Singular,"  said  Frank,  "a  pic-nic  and  no 
rain  I 

"  By  no  means  singular,"  returned  Mr.  Hazel- 
dine,  "  it  always  used  to  rain  on  these  occa- 
sions, I  grant  you,  but  as  the  man  in  the  play 
says,  '  nous  avons  changt  tout  cela,'' — it  is  low 
and  common-place  now." 

A  short  drive  brought  the  friends  to  the  place 
of  embarkation  ;  it  was  one  of  those  delightful 
lawns  bordering  on  the  Thames,  in  the  immediate 
neiijhbourhood  of  Fulham.  On  their  arrival  a 
confused  and  distant  din  led  them  to  that  portion 
of  the  grounds  where  a  party  was  already  as-, 
sembled  by  the  water's  edge. 

"  This  is  what  I  dreaded,"  said  Hazel  dine, 
pressing  the  arm  of  his  friend,  "  those  infernal 
fellows  will  talk  so  much." 

The  crowd,  which  at  first  resembled  a  huge 
unformed  mass,  now  gradually  resolved  itself  into 
the  distinct  persons  of  some  ten  or  a  dozen  gen- 
tlemen,  with  ladies  in   the   proportion   of  three 
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to  two,  and  of  every  shape  and  size  that  female 
delicacy  is  wont  to  assume.  Two  large  boats,  well 
furnished  with  awnings  and  union-jacks,  floated 
at  their  feet, — servants  were  busily  engaged  in 
storing  away  a  respectable  cargo  of  hampers,  and 
notwithstanding  the  embarrassing  aid  of  the  more 
active  gentlemen,  succeeded  at  length  in  getting 
everything  prepared  for  a  start. 

"  Now  then,"  exclaimed  a  stout  individual  in 
very  tight  trousers  and  lemon-kid  gloves,  who 
kindly  took  upon  himself  the  responsibility  of 
acting  as  admiral, — "  we  are  all  here  but  Smith- 
son  Smith  ; — as  he  has  not  thought  proper  to  be 
in  time,  we  must  start  without  him." 

A  warm  discussion  now  ensued — all  the  mammas 
said  all  at  once,  that  it  was  too  bad  to  leave  any 
young  man  behind, — it  was  so  unkind,  so  self- 
ish —  so  shocking  ;  —  one  middle-aged  lady  from 
Clapham  Rise,  said  it  was  wicked  ! — The  other 
party  was  more  numerous  and  almost  as  ener- 
getic. Jupiter  Picnickius  held  the  fate  of  Smith 
in  equal  scales — the  trembling  balance,  now  this, 
now  that  way  inclines  —  the  contest  rages  with 
increasing  violence,    till  a  gentleman  who,  with 
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three  others,  had  hitherto  stood  aloof  and  said 
nothing,  briefly  remarked,  that  "  though  they 
might  be  complacent  enough  to  wait  the  con- 
venience of  Mr.  Smith  —  the  tide  in  all  proba- 
bility would  not  be  so  accommodating." 

This  decided  the  affair.  Smith  and  his  fortunes 
kicked  the  beam,  and  the  embarkation  commenced. 

As  the  four  reserved  gentlemen,  who  were 
members  of  the  Bellerophon  Cutter  Club,  took 
possession  of  the  benches  of  one  of  the  boats, 
meaning  glances  passed  between  them, — short 
scientific  remarks  were  uttered  in  a  low  tone  on 
the  length  and  poize  of  the  oars,  and  mysterious 
allusions  made  to  neap  tides  and  other  matters 
connected  with  the  more  recondite  branches  of 
Thames  navigation. 

Meanwhile  Mr.  Montgomery  Brown,  the  stout 
captain  of  the  other  vessel,  found  a  strange  lack 
of  able-bodied  watermen  ;  he  applied  in  the  most 
respectful  terms  to  Hazeldine  for  assistance  :  that 
gentleman,  however,  merely  put  up  his  glass 
and  stared  at  him  by  way  of  reply. 

"  Come,  then,  Milkington,  we  must  have  you,"" 
said  Mr.  Brown. 
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A  young  man  with  a  little  round,  bullet  head 
and  a  face  like  a  milliner's,  replied  as  "  gently 
as  any  sucking  dove," — "  He'd  rather  not,  he 
should  prefer  sitting  with  the  ladies." 

"  What  on  earth  shall  we  do  ? — Come,  Black, 
there's  a  good  fellow, — do  come  and  give  us  the 
stroke." 

Mr.  Black  rose,  so  did  his  three  companions, 
and  all  with  a  simultaneous  movement  stepped 
into  the  adjoining  boat.  The  ladies  screamed  in 
unanimity,  and  some  of  the  gentlemen  looked 
terrified. 

"  Bless  my  soul  !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Montgomery 
Brown  in  undisguised  alarm,  "  what  are  you 
about  ?   I  only  want  one." 

"  We  always  pull  together,"  mildly  remarked 
Mr.  Black. 

"  Then  get  back,  in  Heaven's  name  !"  returned 
the  other. 

The  "  Bellerophons  "  resumed  their  places,  and 
a  INIr.  Wadd,  who  "  did  not  know  whether  he 
could  row  or  not,"  was  selected  to  fill  the  vacant 
seat. 

"  All  right  ! — oflf  she  goes  ; — now  pull  away  !" 
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cried  Mr.  Montgomery  Brown;  "time  —  time 
Number  two  ! — Wacld,  my  boy,  you  must  really 
keep  time." 

Wadd  looked  ratber  confused,  turned  very 
red,  and  began  keeping  it  at  sucli  a  remarkable 
rate  as  to  drench  completely,  in  a  reasonable  num- 
ber of  strokes,  three-fourths  of  his  party.  The 
other  boat  meanwhile  was  pursuing  its  course 
prosperously  ;  Messrs.  Black  et  cetera,  bending 
to  their  oars  as  if  the  credit  of  the  whole  British 
navy,  and  particularly  that  portion  of  it  known 
as  the  Bellerophon  Cutter  Club,  depended  upon 
their  individual  and  combined  exertions. 

"  How  tired  you  will  be  ! "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Alleine  compassionately.  Mr.  Black  shook  his 
head,  and  redoubled  his  efforts,  occasionally  in- 
terchanging grim  smiles  with  his  friends  as  the 
distance  between  them  and  the  opposition  boat  in- 
creased. But  alas  !  for  the  perishable  nature  of 
aquatic  as  well  as  earthly  glory  : — they  had  barely 
reached  Kew  Bridge,  when  they  had  the  mor- 
tification of  seeing  their  adversaries  shoot  by,  at- 
tached to  the  stern  of  a  Richmond  steamer.  A 
harp  and  clarionet  at  the  same  moment  struck  up 
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"  The  Lass  I  left  behind  me,"  and  the  "  Belle- 
rophons"  pursued  the  remainder  of  the  voyage  in 
melancholy  silence. 

Arrived  at  the  poet"'s  retreat,  Mr.  Montgomery 
Brown,  who  had  placed  himself  in  the  bow  for 
that  express  purpose,  rose  with  a  very  long  boat- 
hook  in  his  hand  ; — conscious  of  the  dignity  and 
importance  of  his  post,  and  of  the  interest  he 
thereby  excited,  he  threw  himself  into  the  most 
approved  seaman-like  attitudes,  and  making  vari- 
ous demonstrations  with  his  weapon,  as  they  drew 
near  shore,  finally  fixed  it  with  much  grace  in 
the  toe  of  an  astounded  gardener  who  was  waiting 
their  arrival. 

Notwithstanding  this  little  contre-temps,  the 
entire  party  was  soon  happily  disposed  beneath 
a  tent  erected  for  the  occasion  ;  the  band  played 
"  The  Roast  Beef  of  Old  England,"  and  nearly 
every  description  of  eatables  was  produced,  save 
and  except  the  very  roast  beef  in  question,  which, 
as  a  certain  distinguished  foreigner  once  observed, 
was  by  no  means  now  the  English  dish,  having 
long  since  abdicated  in  favour  of  "  cock  and 
bacon." 
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Everything  now  went  on  witli  much  hilarity ; 
the  usual  witticisms  were  fired  off,  and  received 
with  a  cordiality  as  great  as  if  they  were  of  the 
very  latest  invention,  and  especially  manufactured 
for  this  identical  occasion  ;  the  wine  was  abun- 
dant, and  the  spirits  were  high.  The  Hon.  Mr. 
and  Misses  Pinhelman,  who  had  the  entree  at 
Almacks'',  soon  found  themselves  utterly  unable 
to  establish  anything  like  moral  awe  ;  their  par- 
ticular pies  were  seized,  their  individual  cham- 
pagne was  violated,  just  as  if  they  were  mere 
common-place  insignificant  people,  and  not  the 
Honourable  Mr.  and  Misses  Pinkelman,  and  had 
not  the  entree  at  Almacks'. 

"  Delightful  all  this,  isn't  it.?''  said  Mr. 
Montgomery  Brown  to  a  sentimental  young  lady 
on  his  arm  ;  "to  wander  along  the  classic  shores 
once  trodden  by  the  material  feet  of  the  bards 
of  other  days,  the  Addisons,  the  Swifts,  the 
Steeles,  the  Churchills,  the  Popes,"  and  he  ran 
through  as  much  of  the  index  of  "  Bell's  British 
Poets,"  as  his  memory  happened  to  supply. 
Various  other  gentlemen  were  already  deep  in 
the  "  Essay   on  Man,"  and   the   "  Elegy  to  an 
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Unfortunate  Young  Lady,"  matters  all  properly 
prepared  beforehand ;  and  one  young  gentleman, 
still  in  a  high  state  of  perspiration,  had  put  him- 
self to  the  expense  of  getting  up  Sir  John  Den- 
ham's  '•  Apostrophe  to  the  Thames,"  and  com- 
menced— 

"  Oil  could  I  flow  like  thee,  and  make  thy  stream 
My  bright  example,  as  it  is  my  theme, — " 

when   Miss  St.  Simpkin,  determined  not    to  be 
outdone,  rushed  precipitately  into 

"  Pity  the  sorrows  of  a  poor  old  man  !  " 

The  lady  from  Clapham  meanwhile  was  busily 
engaged  in  distributing  among  the  gardener's  boys 
Traces  on  Temperance,  and  "  Thirty  Reasons 
against  allowing  hot  dinners  to  servants  on  Sun- 
days." 

Dancing  had  hardly  commenced  in  the  long 
room,  when  no  less  a  person  than  Mr.  Smithson 
Smith  hnnself  made  his  appearance,  and  a  very 
striking  appearance  it  was :  he  had  evidently  been 
studying  some  T.  P.  Cooke-ry  book,  or  "  Every 
man  his  own  Sailor,"  as  was  developed  by  the 
straw  hat,  round  jacket,  satin  scarf,  silk  stockings, 
patent  leather  pumps,   and  silver   buckles,   with 
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which  he  was  adorned,  the  most  approved  cos- 
tume of  an  Amphitheatrical  Tar.  He  entered  the 
ball-room  with  a  hand  in  each  pocket,  and  hum- 
ming the  "  Bay  of  Biscay  O  ;"  at  length  being 
pushed  by  one  couple  of  waltzers  against  another 
couple,  and  thence  "  making  a  cannon,"  between 
Frank  Sherborne  and  Miss  Pinkelman,  he  found 
himself  comfortably  "  pocketed"  by  the  side  of 
Mr.  Alleine. 

"  Yo  ho  !  what  cheer,  my  dear  Mr.  Alleine  ?" 
cried  the  hyper-nautical  gentleman, recovering  him- 
self. "  Rather  late,  —  thought  I  was  drowned  ? 
— eh  ?  but  no,  quite  t'other  thing  : 

'  There's  a  sweet  little  cherub  that  sits  up  stairs, 
That  takes  care  of  the  life  of  poor  Smith  !' 

Now  I  don't  mind  going  the  length  of  bet- 
ting one  sovereign  to  one  shilling  that  you  don't 
guess  what  has  detained  me  after  all." 

Mr.  Alleine  was  not  to  be  tempted  by  the 
odds,  and  exhibited  but  little  curiosity  anent  the 
subject  of  the  proiFered  wager. 

"  The  fact  is  then,"  continued  Mr.  Smith, 
"  that  mother  and  sisters  have  been  going  in  and 
out  of  hysterics  all  the  morning,  so  as  to  keep 
up  a  regular  supply  of  warm  water.     I    never 
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saw  such  fun  ;  and  all  because  old  Botherwig, 
or  Brougliton,  or  whatever  his  name  is,  has  cut 
his  final  stick, — cut  it  uncommon  suddenly  too, — 
and  now  cousin  Gertrude  comes  in  for  the  join- 
ture." 

"  Gracious  Heaven, — Mr.  Broughton  dead  1 " 
exclaimed  Frank. 

"  Excessively  dead,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  Smith  ; 
"  and  what  is  more,  he  does  not  appear  to  have 
died  with  his  own  free  will  and  consent.  People 
hint  that  his  soup  one  day  had  a  very  queer 
smell,  and  that  the  cook  was  ill  for  a  week  ;  but 
that's  not  the  best  of  the  joke." — 

Disgusted  as  Sherborne  felt  with  the  other's 
heartlessness,  he  could  not  refrain  from  listen- 
ing ;    and  Mr.  Smith  proceeded. 

*'  No,  by  no  means  ;  the  unrivalled  attraction 
is  to  come.  The  old  gentleman,  it  seems,  was 
hardly  put  out  of  the  way,  when  one  fine  evening, 
as  the  widow,  and  her  maid  carrying  the  young  heir, 
— quite  an  infant,  you  know, — were  walking  in  the 
garden,  out  of  the  hedge  jumps  a  man  in  a  brown 
cloak,  large  boots,  and  a  long  beard,  like  '  The 
Miller  and  his  Men,"*  and  sings  out  in  the  very 
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choicest  Italian,  '  Corpo  di  Baccho!'' — which 
means,  *  Devil  take  you  all  ! — give  me  the  baby  !' 
The  young  woman  screeches, — the  baby  squalls, 
— when  luckily  up  comes  one  of  their  queer  po- 
licemen, and  off  scampers  the  brigand,  leaving 
as  a  memorial  a  stiletto,  two  feet  long,  sticking  in 
the  nursery  maid's  stays." 

Frank  had  heard  enough  ;  despairing  of  obtain- 
ing a  more  correct  account  of  the  attempted  vio- 
lence from  this  very  pleasant  young  gentleman, 
he  quietly  withdrew  from  the  party,  and  mount- 
ing a  Twickenham  stage,  which  happened  fortu- 
nately to  be  just  leaving  the  village,  returned 
forthwith  to  his  lonely  home,  there  to  reflect  on 
the  sad  chance  that  had  deprived  him  of  another 
of  the  very  few  persons  in  the  world  whom  he 
could  call  his  friends. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

liut  I,  wliom  griping  penury  surrounds, 
And  liunger,  sure  attendant  upon  want, 
With  scanty  offals  and  small  acid  tiff, 
(Wretched  repast !)  my  meagre  corse  sustain 
Then  solitary  walk,  or  doze  at  home 
In  garret  vile,  and  with  a  warming  puff 
Regale  chill'd  fingers. — Splendid  Shillhig. 


POVERTY    TO    THE    DOOR,    LOVE    TO  THE  WINDOW. EX  NIHILO 

NIHIL    FIT. — THE    TEMPTER    RETURNED. — HESITATION,    DE- 
CLARATION,   AND    ACCEPTATION. — AN    ASSIGNATION. 

It  is  a  singular  circumstance  connected  Avith 
the  temporal  prosperity  of  weekly  lodgers,  that 
in  proportion  as  their  pecuniary  resources  sink 
in  the  scale,  they  themselves  rise  to  a  more  ele- 
vated situation.  Their  persons,  lightened  of  all 
superfluous  metal,  acquire,  it  is  to  be  presumed,  a 
buoyancy  resembling  that  noticed  by  philosophers 
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in  the  human  mind  when  freed  from  the  oppressive 
influence  of  superincumbent  meat  and  bottled 
porter.  Mr.  Robert  Coryton  afforded  a  very- 
complete  example  of  this  sort  of  personal  elas- 
ticity ;  and  having  passed  in  succession  through 
every  story  of  a  tall,  thin  house,  was  now  at 
length  brought  into  the  closest  possible  approxi- 
mation to  the  roof-tree,  and  pleasantly  domiciled 
in  what  vulgar  people  are  apt  to  denominate 
"  the  garret." 

"  Mary  Anne,  my  dear,"  he  inquired  timidly 
of  the  lady,  who  might  with  difficulty  have  been 
recognised  as  the  same  who  had  heretofore  pre- 
sided at  his  hospitable  board  when  it  was  groan- 
ing beneath  mighty  bowls  of  punch, — "  May  I 
venture  to  ask,  my  love,  if  we  are  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  each  other"'s  company  at  dinner  to- 
day  ?  " 

"  If  you  can  earn  one,"  was  the  brief  reply. 

The  prospect  thus  conditionally  held  out  did 
not  seem  to  affect  Mr.  Coryton  with  the  liveliest 
satisfaction. 

"  Consider,  my  love,"  he  began  again  in  a 
deprecating  tone. 
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"  I  have  considered,"  returned  the  lady  ;  *'  I 
have  considered  that  I  have  parted  with  every 
thing — almost  to  the  very  clothes  on  my  back — 
to  keep  you  from  starving;  while  you  will  not 
move  a  finger  to  support  yourself;  but  sit  idle 
there,  pretending  to  expect  remittances  from 
that  precious  Major.  I  have  considered,  sir  ; 
and  the  conclusion  which  I  have  come  to  is,  that 
you  don't  get  another  penny  from  me." 

"  Upon  my  honour,"  commenced  the  gentle- 
man— 

"  You  may  dine  upon  your  honour,"  inter- 
rupted his  companion. 

Now,  admitting  that  honour  not  only  could 
set  a  leg,  but  could  provide  and  roast  one  also, 
it  might  even  under  such  favourable  supposition 
seem  a  little  questionable  how  far  Mr.  Robert 
Coryton  would  have  benefited  thereby. 

After  a  silence  which  lasted  for  some  time,  he 
thrust  his  hands  into  the  very  bottom  of  his  coat 
pockets,  and  giving  a  slight  preliminary  hem,  ob- 
served, with  a  little  hesitation  of  manner,  that  he 
thought  there  was  a  little  trinket  — a  gold  watch, 
a  pledge  of  love  in  happier  days — which  might  on 
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such  an  emergency  be  advantageously  exchanged 
for  a  reasonable  supply  of  cold  meat  and  pickles. 

"  It  is  gone  ; — you  know  it  is,"  replied  Mary 
Anne  ;   "  it  barely  paid  our  rent." 

Mr.  Coryton  withdrew  one  of  his  hands  from 
his  coat  pocket,  and  feigned  to  employ  it,  as  well 
as  his  eyes,  in  the  arrangement  of  a  very  dirty 
shirt  frill. 

"  Ah,  I  remember,"  he  said  musingly, — "Rent, 
not  Time,  is  your  regular  edax  rtrum. — Let  me 
see  ; — is  there  nothing  else  ? — no  ring  ?  — no. — 
By  the  bye,  what  have  you  done  with  the  little 
pearl  locket  ?" 

"  Would  you  have  me  sell  that.?"  exclaimed 
the  lady  in  a  reproachful  tone,  fixing  her  eyes 
upon  the  somewhat  embarrassed  countenance  of 
Mr.  Robert. 

"  Why,  really,"  returned  the  latter,  "  did  I 
see  any  alternative — but,  as  the  poet  says,  '  Est 
natura  hominum,  pickles  et  roast  beef  avida,'' — 
which  means,  my  dear,  'man  must  have  meat;' 
and  my  man, — my  inward  man, — has  not  taken 
any  for  four-and-twenty  hours  at  least." 

"  Then  take  it,"  cried  his  companion,  tearing 
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the  article  in  question  from  lier  neck,  and  dash- 
ing it  violently  upon  the  table.  "  I  was  a  fool 
for  ever  placing  it  there." 

Mr.  Coryton's  rejoinder  was  cut  short  by  a 
distinct  single  rap  at  the  door.  "  Come  in,"  he 
said,  desperately.  "  Devil  or  dun,  it  don't  much 
matter  which  —  but  Old  Nick  for  choice." 

A  dirty  little  boy  entered  ;  the  fond  couple 
were  evidently  much  relieved  at  his  appearance, 
unengaging  though  it  was.  "  Well,  my  trump," 
asked  Mr.  Coryton,  "  what  do  i/ou  want  ?" 

"  Here 's  a  letter,"  said  the  boy,  tossing  one 
down  upon  the  table. 

Corvton  hastilv  broke  the  seal  —  read  it,  and 
read  it  again.  "  That  will  do,  my  boy, — there  's 
no  answer,"  he  said,  after  his  second  perusal. 

"  Nuffin'  for  bringing  it  .''"  inquired  the  mes- 


sens[er. 


"  Nuffin',"  replied  Mr.  Coryton,  with  great 
solemnity. 

"  Scaly  !  "  muttered  the  boy. 

^  What's  that  you  said,  sir.-^"  said  the  gen- 
tleman. 

"  I    said    '  sca(y,' —  that 's   wot    I    said,"  re- 
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turned  the  other,  sulkily,  as  he  descended  the 
stairs,  testifying  the  state  of  his  feelings  by 
kicking  down  every  article  of  domestic  use  that 
he  happened  to  light  upon  in  his  progress. 

The  lady  now  took  up  the  note  and  read  as 
follows  :  — 

"  Come  to  me  instantly — you  will  find  me 
in  the  travellers''  room  at  the  Bricklayers'  Arms, 
—  be  cautious  and  speedy.     Yours, 

«  F." 

"  You  pore  over  it  as  if  it  were  a  love  let- 
ter,"" said  Coryton,  with  something  as  closely 
approaching  a  sneer  as  he  dared  hazard.  "  You 
know  the  hand,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  Too  well  —  too  well  ! "  returned  his  com- 
panion ;  then  added,  musingly,  "  What  can  be 
his  object  ?  Some  new  devilry  is  afoot,  or  he 
would  never  have  risked  a  return.  Robert,  be- 
ware of  that  man;  —  I  know  him,  and  I  warn 
you.  He  will  make  a  tool  of  you,  and  then 
sacrifice  you  without  a  scruple.  I  dread  him  ; 
and  if  you  have   any  love  left  for  me,   Robert, 

VOL.    III.  L 
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you  will  not  obey  this  summons.  I  Avill  work 
for  you  —  slave  for  you  —  so  you  only  keep 
clear  of  him." 

"  You  are  a  good  girl,  Moggy,  after  all," 
said  Mr.  Coryton.  "  We  won't  part  with  the 
locket ;  but  I  must  meet  him,  if  but  for  a  few 
minutes." 

"  He  has  some  desperate  game  to  play," 
urged  his  companion,  "  or  he  would  never  have 
ventured  back  to  England.  Oh,  dear  Robert, 
for  my  sake,  quit  him, —  quit  him  and  his  plots 
for  ever." 

Mr.  Coryton  replied  with  a  rather  vague  and 
intangible  promise  of  "  seeing  about  it."  "  Mean- 
while," he  continued,  "  there  can  be  no  harm  in 
just  learning  what  this  desperate  game,  that  so 
disturbs  your  nervous  system,  may  be.  I  need 
not  take  a  hand  unless  I  like." 

Thus  saying,  with  a  gallantry  which  had  long 
ceased  to  be  usual  in  him,  he  bestowed  a  kiss 
upon  the  check  of  the  distressed  fair  ;  then, 
having  brushed  his  hat  with  a  cotton  pocket- 
handkerchief,  and  put  on  the  best  glove  of  a 
shrunk  and  faded  pair,  swinging  the  more  "  seedy" 
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one  by  the  forefinger,  he  shouldered  a  six-penny 
walking-stick,  and  took  his  leave. 

****** 

One  morning,  a  few  days  after  the  water- 
party,  George  Hazeldine  entered  Sherborne"'s 
chambers  ;  liis  habitually  dignified  composure  was 
on  this  occasion  slightly  deranged — very  slightly 
so,  —  but  an  eye  less  observant  than  that  of 
Frank  would  nevertheless  have  detected  that 
something  of  extraordinary  interest  occupied  his 
thoughts. 

Having  made  many  very  earnest  and  particular 
inquiries  as  to  the  exact  state  of  his  friend's 
health,  he  paused  for  some  moments. 

"  Frank,"  said  he  at  length,  with  an  air  of 
aifected  carelessness,  "  you  never  told  me  after 
all  what  you  thought  of  that  little  girl,  Grace 
Alleine,  —  let  me  have  your  candid  opinion  of 
her." 

"  Why,"  said  Frank,  in  a  corresponding  tone, 
"  she  is  dull,  stupid  *" — 

"  No,  no,"  interrupted  George,  "  not  dull, — 

rather  reserved,    perhaps,  before  strangers.     She 

is  not  the  worse  for  that." 

L  2     ■ 
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"  Then  as  for  her  figure,"  continued  Sher- 
borne, with  a  slight  yawn,  "  it's  decidedly 
dumpy." 

"  Dumpy  !"  exclaimed  his  friend,  with  ener- 
gy. "  What  the  devil  do  you  call  dumpy.? — 
She  's  above  the  middle  height :  oh  !  d —  n  it, 
call  her  anything  but  dumpy."" 

"  I  may  be  mistaken,"  returned  Sherborne; 
"it  is  her  rotundity,  perhaps,  that  gives  her  that 
appearance." 

"Fat!"  cried  Hazeldine,  in  horror.  "Hea- 
ven and  earth  !  —r-  Grace  Alleine  fat !  Come, 
come, —  no  nonsense  :  say  honestly  what  you 
think  of  her." 

"  Well  then,  honestly,"  replied  the  other, 
"  I  think  her  a  very  handsome  girl,  and  a  young 
lady  in  every  respect  qualified  to  make  an  ex- 
cellent wife  for  one  George  Hazeldine,  esquire, 
of  the  Middle  Temple,  barrister  at  law.  Is  it 
not  to  be  so  ?" 

"  That  is  precisely  the  point  I  want  to  ascer- 
tain," answered  the  latter.  "  To  confess  the 
truth,  I  have  said  too  little  or  too  much.  It 
was    all   that   infernal  pic-nic  —  the    champagne 
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and  the  moon  ; — moons  certainly  are  the  most 
dangerous  things  in  the  universe  for  bachelors 
with  moderate  expectations : — before  I  was  aware 
of  it,  I  discovered  myself  talking  about  Tom 
Moore,  and  two  souls  that  are  joined  in  one 
heavenly  tie, —  with  brow  never  changing, —  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  And  with  what  result  ?"  asked  Sherborne. 

"  Why,"  replied  his  friend,  "  the  young  lady 
said  it  must  be  uncommonly  pleasant,  —  and 
wondered  whether  two  souls  ever  were  so  joined  ; 
in  short, — she  did  not  jump  into  my  arms  or  go 
off  in  a  fit,  or  do  anything  outrageous,  —  but 
she  smiled  a  good  deal,  and  exhibited  as  much 
anxiety  for  the  experiment  as  any  lady  of  average 
delicacy  could  well  have  done.  So  prepare  your- 
self, and  we  will  drive  down  to  Fulham  at  once, 
where  you  shall  see  me  make  a  surrender  in  form 
of  a  very  tolerable  person,  five-hundred  a-year, 
and  the  aforesaid  moderate  expectations." 

Sherborne  accepted  the  invitation  with  willing- 
ness, and  they  were  proceeding  at  a  quick  rate 
in  the  direction  of  Piccadilly,  when  a  man, 
wrapped  in  a  sailor's   rough  jacket,  crossed  im- 
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mediately  before  them,  and  dived  into  a  narrow 
alley  on  the  right. 

"  I  have  seen  that  man  before,"  said  Frank. 
"  Stay,"  he  added  suddenly ;  "  by  Heaven,  it  is 
Faulkland  ! — Pull  up,  my  dear  George,  I  must 
pursue  him  instantly." 

"  Indeed  you  will  do  no  such  thing,"  quietly 
returned  Hazeldine,  touching  his  horse  gently 
with  the  whip.  "  Major  Faulkland  ?  — pooh  ! 
impossible  !  If,  as  Isaaks  tells  you,  warrants  are 
out  against  him  for  forgery,  rely  upon  it,  he 
knows  better  than  to  '  show '  on  this  side  of  the^ 
Atlantic." 

"  I  '11  swear  to  his  person,"  returned  Frank  ; 
"  no  disguise  can  deceive  me.  He  must  be  fol- 
lowed." 

"  It  is  useless  now,"  urged  the  other ;  "  if 
it  be  really  he,  set  the  Jew  upon  his  trail ;  he 
will  hunt  him  down  like  a  bloodhound." 

After  a  little  consideration,  Frank  deemed  it 
the  more  prudent  course  to  comply  with  this 
advice ;  and  Hazeldine,  in  order  to  change  the 
subject,  commenced  an  account  of  all  the  various 
and  conflicting  opinions,  statements,  and  reflec- 
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tions,  upon,  and  in  connexion  with,  the  pic-nic, 
which,  besides  its  general  agremens,  had  been  at- 
tended with  such  important  results  to  himself. 

"  You  astonish  me,"  cried  Frank,  at  last  ; 
"  I,  in  my  simplicity,  believed  that  they  all  en- 
joyed the  day  beyond  measure." 

"  So  did  they,"  pursued  his  informant ;  "  they 
all  believed  so  too,  at  the  time,  and  it  was  not  till 
the  next  morning  that  the  mistake  was  discovered, 
and  they  began  to  perceive  how  very  miserable 
they  all  had  been.  The  Pinkelm.ans  declared 
they  would  have  preferred  taking  their  dejeuner 
with  the  beasts  in  the  Zoological  Gardens,  either 
Surrey  or  Middlesex, — they  didn't  care  which. — 
Mrs.  Barton  maintains,  that  that  prim  Mrs.  St. 
Simpkin  and  her  affected  daughters  are  sufficient 
to  cast  a  damp  chill  over  even  a  water  party, 
and  she  intends  to  have  a  select  thing  of  the  sort 
herself  at  the  Beulah  Spa. — Mrs.  St.  Simpkin, 
on  the  other  hand,  vows  that  nothing  can  be  so 
odious  as  romping  ladies  of  a  certain  age ;  and 
that  she  is  determined  to  have  a  select  thing  at 
Richmond  ; — while  Mrs.  Alleine  declares  that 
altogether  the  party  was  of  too  mixed  a  character, 
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and  tliat  she  purposes  giving  a  vtry  select  thing 
on  the  lawn  at  Fulham. 

"  Then  Mr.  Smithson  Smith  confidentially  in- 
formed me  that  on  the  next  occasion  he  should 
bring  with  him  some  select  "jolly  cocks" — I 
think  he  called  them  —  who  would  smoke,  let 
the  ladies  look  as  black  as  his  boots. 

"  As  for  the  girls,  some  were  offended  at  being 
kissed  in  the  grotto  —  some  were  still  more  angry 
at  not  being  kissed  in  the  grotto-;  and  all  agree 
that  the  aforesaid  kissing  was  conducted  upon 
very  false  and  unsatisfactory  principles. — 

"  But  here  we  are  at  our  journey''s  end  ;  ring 
the  bell  ;  —  domestic  drama  of  thrilling  in- 
terest about  to  commence." 

Mr.  Hazeldine's  self-possession  had  by  this 
time  quite  returned,  and  in  the  interview  which 
followed  he  appeared  the  only  person  wholly  at 
his  ease.  Frank  naturally  felt  a  little  awkward, 
particularly  when  George,  taking  the  elder  lady's 
arm,  led  her  away  to  a  retired  quarter  of  the 
gardens,  and  left  to  himself  the  task  of  enter- 
taining Miss  Grace  ;  and  a  task  it  was,  for  the 
young  lady,  instead  of  aiding  and  abetting  con- 
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versadon,  gave  such  answers  as  she  gave  at  all 
in  so  very  low  a  tone,  and  in  so  random  a  manner, 
as  to  render  it  difficult  to  connect  them  in  any 
way  with  the  observations  offered.  Frank,  there- 
fore, felt  considerable  relief  on  at  length  per- 
ceiving the  approach  of  the  other  couple  ;  the 
more  so  as  from  the  radiant  expression  of  the 
mamma  it  was  quite  clear  that  matters  were  hap- 
pily adjusted. 

George  himself  appeared  perfectly  unmoved, 
and  exchanged  partners  with  Sherborne  as  gravely 
as  he  would  have  done  snuff-boxes. 

The  latter  was  now  preparing  to  depart,  but 
at  the  combined  entreaties  of  his  friend  and 
Mr.  A  Heine,  for  whose  express  benefit  it  seemed 
he  had  been  provided,  he  was  at  length  prevailed 
upon  to  stay  and  make  a  fourth  at  their  dinner- 
table.  It  did  not  prove  to  him  the  most  lively 
evening  in  the  world  :  luckily,  however,  he  had 
little  to  do  but  to  sit  in  a  very  easy  chair,  and 
nod  in  the  proportion  of  about  two  nods  to  three 
minutes ;  while  the  gratified  hostess,  whose  de- 
meanour resembled  that  of  a  clucking  hen, 
relieved  him  from  all  further  anxiety,  by  keeping 

L   5 
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the    subject    of  discussion    entirely    in   lier  own 
hands. 

In  due  time  Mr.  Hazeldine  thought  it  right 
to  retire. — Poor  Frank  had  been  thinking  the 
same  for  some  two  hours  and  a  half  before, — and 
they  set  out  accordingly.  On  returning  to  his 
chambers,  Sherborne  was  in  the  act  of  applying  a 
latch-key,  when,  much  to  his  surprise,  the  door 
was  opened  from  within  by  his  elderly  house- 
keeper. 

Mrs.  Perkins  received  him  with  an  austerity 
of  aspect  seldom  seen  upon  her  usually  placid 
countenance ;  and,  Avithout  deigning  a  reply  to 
any  inquiries  as  to  her  unusual  vigils,  preceded 
him  to  his  sitting-room. 

Lighting  the  candles  on  the  table,  she  snuffed 
them  w^ith  most  accurate  precision  :  then,  turning 
to  him  whom  she  by  courtesy  termed  her  master, 
said  Avith  much  bitterness, 

"  You  keep  very  nice  company,  sir;  very  nice 
company,  indeed  ! " 

Frank  replied  only  by  an  interrogative  look,  not 
being  able  to  divine  which  it  was  of  his  few  ac- 
quaintances who  merited  that  particular  epithet. 
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"  Ay,  you  may  well  be  ashamed  of  it,"  conti- 
nued the  old  lady  ;  "  I  don't  wonder  at  your 
pretending  ignorance.  There  has  been  a  female 
creature  here,  sir,  —  a  positive  female  creature,  — 
running  after  you  all  the  evening.'" 

"  A  woman  !"  said  Frank,  in  increased  per- 
plexity ;  "  and  want  me  !  " 

"  Yes,  sir;  a  woman,  and  want  you!"  repeated 
the  domestic;  "  and  as  she  couldn't  get  what  she 
wanted,  she  has  left  that  nice, — pretty, — delicate 
epistle." 

Thus  saying,  Mrs.  Perkins,  with  an  expression 
of  super-feminine  abhorrence,  cast  down  upon  the 
table  a  dirty  playing-card,  on  the  back  of  which 
were  inscribed  the  following  lines  : — 

"  If  Mr.  Francis  Sherborne  still  retains  any 
regard  for  a  family  once  dear  to  him,  he  will 
meet  the  writer  at  nine  to-morrow  morning  on 
the  eastern  side  of  Soho  Square.  She  has  that 
to  communicate  which  concerns  their  welfare 
deeply." 

"  A  family  once  dear  to  him  !  "  —  Their 
"  welfare  implicated  ?"  —  What  family  ?  —  The 
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Broufflitons  ? — Clara  ?  —  It  must  be  so  ! — It  was 
Faulkland,  tlien,  Avhom  he  had  caught  sight  of, 
and  their  peace  was  again  menaced  —  he  retired 
to  bed,  though  not  to  rest,  and  never  once 
thought  of  the  half-petrified  Perkins. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 

On  yon  young  boy  ; — I  '11  tell  thee  what,  my  friend, 

He  is  a  very  serpent  in  my  way, 

And  wheresoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread 

He  lies  before  me. 

King  John. 


THE    RENDEZVOUS. A     LITERARY    SEJOUR.— SOMETHING     BE- 
YOND   A   JOKE. SYMPTOMS    OF    GIBBING. MONEY    MAKES 

THE    MARE    TO    GO. THE    BARGAIN. DONE    AND    DONE    IS 

ENOUGH    BETWEEN    GENTLEMEN. 

Mr.  Robert  Coryton,  as  much  from  habit 
as  precaution,  selected  the  most  unfrequented 
streets  in  his  progress  towards  the  Bricklayers' 
Arms.  Neither  inclination  nor  business  had  of 
late  led  him  much  abroad  during  the  day;  and 
his  costume,  just  now,  was  more  particularly 
adapted  to  a   very   select  evening  party  than  a 
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morning's  stroll  down  Regent  Street,  and  to  say 
tlie  truth,  like  many  professed  beauties,  he 
generally  looked  best  by  candle-light. 

It  was  nearly  dark,  when,  having  crossed 
quietly  over  London  Bridge,  and  made  his  way 
through  that  then  most  detestable  of  thorough- 
fares, Kent  Street,  he  arrived  at  the  noisy,  busy 
spot,  to  which  he  had  been  summoned;  and  the 
door  of  which  was  yet  besieged  by  a  crowd  of 
ostlers,  porters,  Jews,  and  idlers. 

Elbowing  his  way  through  these,  he  entered 
a  room  on  the  right,  known  in  the  establishment 
as  "  the  parlour." 

A  stout  waiter  in  slippers,  wdth  short  black 
shining  hair,  was  earnestly  engaged  in  rubbing 
down  one  of  the  tables ;  and  vainly  endeavouring 
to  efface  certain  circular  marks  on  the  maho- 
gany (?)  which  obstinately  defied  his  efforts,  and 
spoke  of  ale  in  grain ;  the  sides  of  several  others 
were  occupied  by  men,  the  greater  part  of  whom 
had  tumblers  of  brandy  and  water  by  their  side, 
and  limp,  stained,  copies  of  the  morning  papers  in 
their  hands. 

One   individual,    apparently  a  seafaring  man, 
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wrapped  in  a  large  rough  pilot-coat,  sat  apart  from 
the  rest,  and  was  attentively  busied  in  examining 
a  map  spread  out  before  him.  Upon  this  person 
Mr.  Coryton,  having  sufficiently  studied  the 
countenances  of  the  others,  at  length  fixed  his 
eyes ;  but  the  stranger's  face  was  so  shaded,  and 
so  essentially  changed  since  Coryton  had  last  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  it,  that  he  was  some  time 
before  he  succeeded  in  tracing  in  it  the  features 
of  his  old  friend  and  patron,  Major  Faulkland. 

Their  eyes  at  length  met, — the  recognition  was 
mutual,  and  the  new-comer,  with  an  air  of 
affected  indifference,  took  a  seat  near  him  whom 
he  had  come  to  see,  and  commenced  the  conver- 
sation. 

After  commenting  upon  his  delay,  which 
Mr.  Coryton  excused  upon  the  plea  of  having  to 
dress  previous  to  leaving  home,  the  Major  rose, 
and,  hinting  that  the  place  they  were  then  in 
was  too  public  for  the  communications  he  had  to 
make,  bade  his  friend  conduct  him  to  some  more 
retired  spot. 

Mr.  Coryton  acknowledged  this  admission  of 
his  own  superior  attainments  in  topography  with 
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a  patronizing  Tvink,  and  bent  his  way  accordingly 
down  the  Kent  Road  ;  then,  turning  up  one  of 
the  narrow  lanes  on  the  left,  entered  at  length 
the  door  of  a  low,  dirty-looking  public-house, 
and  called  "  Jem!" 

A  tall,  brawny,  prize-fighting  sort  of  man,  in 
top-boots,  replied  to  the  summons. 

"  The  '  library '  disengaged  ?  "  ashed  the 
former. 

The  man  nodded. 

"  Beef-steaks  and  onions  for  three,"  rejoined 
Mr.  Cory  ton  gravely ;  "  and  a  bottle  of  your 
very  best  port." 

Thus  saying  he  led  the  way  up  a  mysterious- 
looking  staircase,  and  through  a  room  having  a 
sanded  floor,  and  hung  with  portraits  of  race- 
horses and  eminent  members  of  the  P.  C.  into 
a  small  adjoining  closet,  capable,  perhaps,  of 
holding  four  or  five  persons,  and  cut  off  by 
double  doors  from  the  public  apartment.  A 
cribbage-board,  and  some  dirty  packs  of  cards  on 
the  mantelpiece,  showed  to  what  department  of 
literature  the  "  library "  was  more  especially 
devoted. 
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Faulkland  looked  on  in  silence,  while  his  com- 
panion was  engaged  in  discussing  the  treble 
commons  he  had  ordered. 

"  And  now,"  inquired  that  gentleman,  after  a 
draught  of  porter, 

"  Deep  as  the  rolling  Zuyder  Zee," 

"  now  for  the  communications.  But  first,  pray 
what  on  earth  is  it  that  can  bring  you  so  remark- 
ably near  the  Old  Bailey  ?  I  thought  you  were 
making  the  grand  tour  in  America,  or  Timbuc- 
too." 

"  I  am  here,  as  you  see,"  returned  Faulkland ; 
"  and  have  come  with  the  determination  to  make 
one  last  desperate  push  for  the  stake  we  have  been 
playing  for  so  long." 

"  I  am  engaged  in  a  precisely  similar  pursuit," 
interrupted  Mr.  Cory  ton,  with  a  glance  of  great 
satisfaction  at  the  dish  before  him,  on  which  a 
few  fragments  — 

"  The  poor  remains  of  beauty  once  admired," 

yet  lingered,  awaiting  in  their  turn  the  devouring 
jaws  of  the  ogre. 

"  All    may   yet    be    retrieved,"  pursued    the 
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Major;  "  the  fortune  may  yet  be  won. — Are  you 
disposed  to  make  your  own  by  a  single  bold 
stroke  ?  " 

Coryton  laid  down  his  knife  and  fork,  and, 
resting  his  chin  upon  his  hands,  replied,  after  a 
few  moments'  deliberation, — 

"  Why,  of  course,  abstractedly  speaking,  I  am 
remarkably  so  disposed :  but,  looking  at  the  mat- 
ter concretely,  or  with  reference  to  this  particular 
and  individual  case,  I  am  afraid  the  stroke  in 
question  may  be  a  leetle  too  bold  to  suit  ray 
book. — Take  my  advice,  Major,  and  don't  try 
it. — Give  in,  and  evaporate  while  you  can.  If 
Isaaks  gets  wind  of  your  arrival  in  England, 
you'll  hang  as  high  as — "'  The  name  of  the 
individual  usually  quoted  as  an  example  of  ex- 
tremely elevated  suspension  escaped  Mr.  Cory- 
ton's  memory, —  so  he  finished  his  simile  with 
the  word  "  Blazes." 

"  Fool  ! —  Coward  !  "  returned  Faulkland  ; 
"  the  prize,  for  which  I  have  plotted,  have  risked 
all,  and  spent  all,  is  within  my  reach ;  it  only 
needs  a  cool  heart  and  a  steady  hand  to  grasp  it. 
— Is  this  a  time  to  cry  craven  ?  " 
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Mr.  Coryton  made  no  reply.  His  companion 
continued  : 

"  As  for  Isaaks,  nothing  need  be  apprehended 
from  him  ;  ten  or  twelve  thousand  pounds  is  too 
high  a  price  for  him  to  pay  for  the  mere  gratifi- 
cation of  seeing  me  swing.  But  to  my  plan  ; — 
may  I  trust  you  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  honour  bright !"  returned  the  other, 
touching  the  upper  part  of  his  waistcoat  lightly 
with  the  knife-handle. 

"  You  have  heard  of  old  Broughton's  death  ?" 
pursued  the  Major. 

"  I  have,"  said  Coryton,  gravely  fixing  his  eyes 
upon  the  Major  as  he  did  so  ;  "  and  I  have  heard 
it  hinted  that  some  helping  hand  lent  him  a  lift 

upon  his  journey Soup  and  arsenic  are  alluded 

to. — Has  such  a  report  reached  you  ?  " 

A  slight  flush  passed  over  Faulkland's  coun- 
tenance ;  but  he  made  no  answer. 

"  People  talk,  too,"  continued  the  other,  after 
a  pause,  "  of  a  ferocious  attempt  upon  the  life  of 
his  child." 

"  Had  the  cowardly  hound  that  made  it  pos- 
sessed but  half  the  nerve  his  tribe  are  famed  for. 
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that  brat  had  no  longer  stood  between  me  and 
fortune  ;  —  but  no  matter — Coryton,  that  child 
must  be  removed  ! " 

"  Upon  my  soul !  I  guessed  as  much,"  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Robert,  slapping  his  knee. 

"  It  is  my  last  chance,"  interposed  the  Major 
eagerly.  "  Hell  itself  must  be  stirred  to  accom- 
plish it : —  say  you  join  me." 

Mr.  Coryton  appeared  a  little  confused  by  the 
suddenness  of  the  demand  ;  and  having  swallowed 
nearly  half  a  pint  of  brandy  and  water,  by  way  of 
allaying  the  fluttering  it  had  produced,  replied  at 
length  with  some  hesitation, 

"  Why,  deuce  take  it !  Major,  you  know  I 
am  not  remarkable  for  standing  on  ceremony ; 
and,  as  far  as  a  quiet  case  of  kidnapping  goes, 
though  I  never  did  try,  yet  I  think  I  might  be 
induced, — for  the  sake  of  obliging  a  friend.  As 
for  anything  in  the  cutting  and  maiming  line,  I 
can't  stand  up  to  it, —  it  is  ungentlemanlike." 

"  Leave  all  that  to  me,"  said  Faulkland, 
"  and  listen  to  my  plan.  Jenkins,  the  Brough- 
tons'  confidential  servant,  still  remains  faithful  to 
me  :  through  him  I  have  intelligence  of  all  their 
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movements.  His  last  dispatch  informs  me  that 
the  young  widow,  and  my  wife,  frightened  by  this 
cursed  failure  of  the  attack  upon  the  child,  have 
placed  themselves  under  the  escort  of  Sir  Thomas 
Gordon,  the  British  Envoy,  who,  with  his  fa- 
mily, is  even  now  on  his  return  to  England. 
They  proceed  via  Paris,  thence  to  Boulogne  or 
Calais,  and  across  to  Dovor  ;  from  which  place 
Lindsay  Court  is  distant  but  some  ten  or  a  dozen 
miles,  and  then  do  they  take  leave  of  their  co7n- 
pagnons  du  voyage. 

"It  will  be  Jenkins'  business  to  delay  their 
journey  on  till  as  late  an  hour  as  possible.  The 
road  is  lonely,  and  one  spot,  especially,  is  ad- 
mirably fitted  for  our  design :  here  we  must 
plant  ourselves,  and  arrest  the  triumphal  pro- 
gress of  the  heir. — Twist  the  bantling's  neck,  or 
kidnap  him,  which  you  will.  I  care  not,  so  that 
he  is  once  fairly  out  of  my  way. — Our  retreat  to 
the  coast  is  easy ;  and  a  smuggler's  lugger  is 
lying  off  Folkestone,  ready  to  put  to  sea,  at  my 
command,  at  a  moment's  notice.  Every  chance 
has  been  calculated.  I  have  but  need  of  one 
faithful  friend,  and  the  game  is  my  own, — will 
you  be  that  friend  ?  " 
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Mr.  Coryton  looked  exceedingly  perplexed ; 
perhaps  he  had  never  felt  more  so  in  the  "whole 
course  of  his  life.  Perfect  as  this  gentleman's 
character  might  be  considered  for  the  most  part, 
it  yet  possessed  some  few  weak  points  ; — not  that 
personal  cowardice  was  one  of  them,  but  a  rather 
too  profound  respect  for  the  opinions  of  the  lady 
known  by  the  affectionate  diminutive  "  Moggy ;" 
and,  above  all,  his  great  dislike  of  proceeding  to 
extreme  measures, —  such  as  twisting  "a  bant- 
linGr's""  neck, — mi^^ht  be  ranked  among  the  num- 
ber.  He  gave  no  answer,  but  made  another 
serious  application  to  the  "  Oracle  of  the  bottle." 

"  Speak  !"  said  Faulkland,  in  an  imperative 
tone. 

"  Oh  !  it  is  all  very  easy  to  sit  there  and  say 
'  Speak!'"'''  rejoined  his  companion,  with  an  air  of 
infirm  indecision ;  but  hang  me  if  I  know  what 
to  say.  I  certainly  don't  set  any  extravagant 
value  upon  my  agreeable  person,  and  I  have 
pulled  a  trigger  or  two  in  my  time, — but  then 
it  was  at  a  man,  and  he  pulled  at  me  again  :  — 
now,  if  I  have  a  prejudice  against  any  one  thing 
more  than  another,  it  is   babycide. — Get  Dixon 
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to  back  you, — or  the  German  : — either  of  them 
would  kill  him  first  and  eat  him  afterwards — at  so 
much  a  pound." 

The  Major  bit  his  lips,  and  turned  deadly 
pale. 

"  Robert  Coryton,"  said  he  at  length,  in  a 
forced  and  unnaturally  calm  tone, — -"  it  is  suffi- 
cient for  me  to  observe  that  I  did  not  expect  this 
squeamishness  on  your  part  ! — Now,  mark  me,*" 
he  added,  after  a  pause,  fixing  his  cold  gvej  eyes 
upon  the  countenance  of  his  uneasy  companion  ; 
"  you  join  me  in  this,  and  receive,  in  the  event 
of  our  success,  a  handsome  annuity  during  the 
remainder  of  your  life,  or  you  quit  this  country 
a  convicted  felon  within  three  months  from 
this  present  hour. — You  are  in  my  power,  and 
you  know  it. — Make  your  choice,  and  make  it 
quickly!" 

''  Well,"  said  Coryton,  a  little  sulkily  ;  "  if  I 
must,  I  must.  I  am  not  the  man  to  desert  his 
friend  at  a  pinch ;  but  I  should  really  esteem  it  a 
personal  favour  if  you  would  content  yourself 
with  bagging  the  little  one,  and  turning  it  out 
in  some  foreign  land." 
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"  We  can  settle  the  details  at  our  leisure,"  re- 
turned the  other,  evasively.  "  Meanwhile,  you 
will  need  some  preparation  for  the  journey  —  do 
you  require  monev?" 

Mr.  Coryton  intimated  that  the  balance  in  his 
banker's  hands  was,  at  that  particular  time, 
unusually  small  ;  so  small,  indeed,  as  to  be 
scarcely  worth  mentioning. 

The  Major  drew  from  his  pocket-book  a 
couple  of  ten-pound  notes. 

"  I  can  ill,"  said  he,  "  spare  even  thus  much. 
Join  me,  however,  heart  and  hand,  and  as  many 
of  them  as  you  can  wish  shall  be  at  your  dis- 
posal.'* 

All  doubts  and  compunction  were  dispelled  in 
an  instant  from  Mr.  Coryton's  mind,  at  the  sight 
of  what  he  called  "  the  stumpy;" — the  combined 
influence  of  the  brandy-bottle  and  the  Major's 
more  potent  reasoning  was  as  nothing  compared 
with  the  effect  of  those  slight  pieces  of  paper. 

"  Done!"  cried  Coryton,  thrusting  them  into 
his  pocket,  and  at  the  same  time  grasping  his 
tempter's  hand.  —  "  Done. — I  succumb  to  the  eta 
in  preesenti!" 
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"  We  must  travel  on  horseback,"  pursued 
Faulkland.  "  I  will  secure  nags  and  weapons. — 
And  now, — fare  thee  well! — Be  true  and  secret! 
— above  all,  be  ready  to  mount  at  a  moment's 
notice ! " 

His  companion  promised  obedience,  and  once 
more  summoning  Jem,  referred  him,  by  a  signi- 
ficant look  to  the  Major,  and  led  the  way  out  of 
the  house. 

"  Here  then  we  part,"  said  the  latter,  when 
they  had  reached  the  end  of  the  lane  where  it 
debouched  into  the  high  Dover  road  ;  "  and  re- 
member on  no  pretence  to  quit  your  lodgings  for 
so  much  as  an  instant  till  you  hear  from  me." 

Coryton  nodded  assent,  and,  leaving  the  open 
streets  for  the  choice  of  his  friend,  again  selected 
a  dark  alley  for  his  own  path,  as  being  more  in 
unison  with  his  convenience  and  the  grave  nature 
of  his  present  reflections. 


VOL.  III.  M 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Slave,  I  have  set  my  life  upon  a  cast, 
And  I  Avill  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die. 

•X-  *  ■;:-#-* 

A  horse  !  a  horse  !  a  kingdom  for  a  horse  ! 

Richard  III. 


PERAMBULATION     AND     MEDITATION. AULD    LANG    SYNE. 

COUNTER-APPEAL     FROM     "   PHILIP     SOBER "     TO     "    PHILIP 

DRUNK." THE    CAT  LET    OUT    OF   THE    BAG. A    WARNING. 

A    VISIT, AN    ARREST, AN    ESCAPE,  AND    AN    AP- 
POINTMENT. 

Mr.  Coryton  pursued  his  way  slowly  home- 
wards.— For  some  reason  which  it  were  unprofit- 
able to  dive  into, — perhaps  from  an  abstract  love 
of  variety  in  his  walks,  —  that  gentleman  was 
rarely  in  the  habit  of  returning  by  the  same  route 
as  that  which  he  adopted  in  setting  forth. 

He  now  pursued  a  south-westerly  direction,  and 
crossing  St.  George's  Fields  made  towards  the 
river. — 
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On  gaining  Waterloo  Bridge,  now  nearly  de- 
serted by  passengers,  he  turned,  almost  uncon- 
sciously, into  one  of  its  recesses  ;  and,  leaning 
his  arm  upon  the  parapet,  gazed  on  the  dark 
rolling  tide  below. 

Lights  from  the  opposite  shores  and  neigh- 
bouring bridges  were  glancing  upon  the  waters, 
while  the  furnace  of  some  distant  foundry  threw 
its  dull  red  glare  across,  rendering  yet  more 
gloomy  the  shapeless  lines  of  craft  that  were 
moored  along  the  banks  and  in  mid-tide.  Oc- 
casionally some  wherry  shot  steadily  from  be- 
neath the  arch,  or,  urged  by  unskilful  hands, 
crashed  with  frightful  rapidity  against  the  massive 
buttresses. 

Strange  sensations  began  to  spring  up  in  Mr. 
Coryton's  heart  as  he  stood  silent  and  alone  by 
that  too  frequent  grave  of  crime  and  misery  : — he 
had  himself  known  more  than  one  whose  career 
had  ended  here,  and  he  began  to  wonder  what 
their  sensations  must  have  been  when  they  look- 
ed, as  he  was  now  looking,  into  the  cold,  stream 
below  ; — how  they  might  have  felt  at  the  instant 
when    their   grasp    was  first  loosened  past  reco- 
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very, — and  ivhat  wild  maddening  tliouglits  "whirled 
through  their  brain  in  the  swift  moment  of  de- 
scent; — then  the  sullen  plunge,  and  the  floating 
shattered  corpse  ! 

Mr.  Coryton  pondered  on  these  matters  :  not 
that  he  had  the  remotest  idea  of  making  any 
personal  experiment  on  their  nature;  on  the 
contrary,  he  gazed  down  on  the  abyss  with  any- 
thing but  "  an  awful  wish  to  plunge  within  it." 
Yet  the  scene  lent  some  force  to  the  gust  of  feel- 
ing that  came  over  even  him.  He  would  have 
stripped  the  reckless  prodigal  of  his  last  shilling 
without  remorse  ;  and  would  have  seen  by  the 
papers  next  day,  with  most  unmoved  philosophy, 
that  the  son,  the  husband,  or  the  father,  ruined, 
and  robbed  of  all  by  his  villany,  had  taken  that 
fearful  leap  from  the  spot  on  which  he  was  now 
standing.  —  That  was  professional,  —  all  in  the 
regular  way  of  business. — He  would  not  have 
quaffed  his  wine  with  one  grain  the  less  relish, 
because  he  had  left  the  lips  that  had  so  often 
pledged  him  in  it,  cold  and  stiff  upon  the  turf; 
— that  was  gentlemanly  and  honourable. 

But  there  was  a    something  in   butchering  a 
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child  that  jarred  upon  some  yet  unseared  nerve, 
— lie  knew  it,  he  felt  it  to  be  a  weakness,  but 
for  a  single  moment  he  yielded  to  it.  A  tear 
even  stood  in  his  eye  as  he  thought  on  the  de- 
voted infant,  and  he  sought  his  handkerchief; — 
in  its  stead  he  grasped  the  refreshers  furnished  by 
the  Major  : — they  answered  the  purpose  equally 
well,  his  mind  resumed  its  usual  equanimity,  and 
Coryton  returned  to  his  lodgings  with  a  breast 
comparatively  tranquil,  and  perfectly  resigned  to 
the  part  he  had  engaged  to  take  in  the  forth- 
coming enterprise. 

During  the  whole  of  that  night  and  the  suc- 
ceeding day  Mr.  Coryton  preserved  his  secret  safe 
within  his  own  proper  breast.  He  met  the 
repeated  interrogations  of  Mary  Anne — no  longer 
Moggy  —  with  a  sullen  doggedness,  occasionally 
relieved  by  oaths  and  imprecations.  The  neigh- 
bouring clock  of  St.  Giles  was  heard  to  strike 
half-past  seven  ;  Mr.  Coryton  sent  her  out  for 
a  bottle  of  brandy. 

We  are  informed  such  was  the  caution  of  the 
ancient  Scythians,  that  they  rarely  engaged  in 
any  affair  of  moment  without  having  previously 
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deliberated  upon  it  in  a  state  of  drunkenness  as 
well  as  of  sobriety.  The  Shandean  philosophy 
points  out  another  but  analogous  and  truly  Ari- 
stotelian method  of  arriving  at  the  fiiiffot^  of  vigour, 
by  rendering  the  student  conversant  with  its  hy- 
perbole and  ellipsis. 

How  far  Mr.  Coryton  was  acquainted  with  these 
subtleties  does  not  appear,  but  having  experienced 
the  pains  of  temperance  for  nearly  three  entire 
days,  he  now  deemed  it  due  and  fitting  time  to 
verge  towards  the  opposite  extreme  ;  and  that 
the  more  readily,  inasmuch  as  he  trusted  a  certain 
project,  which  still  struck  him  as  a  repulsive  one, 
might  assume  a  more  enlivening  and  agreeable 
aspect  when  seen  through  the  medium  of  brandy 
and  water :  accordingly  glass  after  glass  of  this 
pleasing  compound  disappeared  with  all  reasonable 
celerity ;  and  still  there  came,  like  Banquo's 
kings,  "  another  yet,"  to  keep  up  the  succession. 

Under  the  increasing  influence  of  the  jolly  god 
by  whom  secrets  of  every  kind  are  held  in  the 
greatest  aversion,  Mr.  Coryton's  imposed  reserve 
gradually  wore  off,  and  his  oratorical  talents  be- 
gan to  develope  themselves  in  a  flood  of  eulogy 
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bearing  upon  "  Trumps"  in  general;  among  the 
most  "  regular"  of  whom  he  classed  Major  Faulk- 
land,  and  even  further  dignified  him  with  the  less 
known  but  not  less  laudatory  appellation  of  a 
"  Brick"  and  a  "  Bean." 

Meanwhile  his  companion  watched  her  op- 
portunity, and  on  Robert's  declaring,  at  length, 
with  pride  and  admiration  that  he  believed  the 
aforesaid  "  Brick"  and  "  Bean  "  to  be  the  most 
"  Whole-liog"-ian  rascal  the  age  had  produced, 
she  questioned  him  so  closely  upon  the  nature  of 
the  Major's  merits,  that  he  was  morally  com- 
pelled to  unfold  the  plot  they  had  arranged  in 
concert,  in  order  to  sustain  his  extravagant  com- 
mendation. 

"  So  !  then,"  exclaimed  the  lady,  grasping 
tightly  the  arm  of  her  now  nearly  inebriated  com- 
panion ;  "  satiated  with  common  crimes,  and  to 
shut  out  every  hope  of  pardon,  from  God  or  man, 
he  is  bent  on  murder ! — Robert,  you  must  have 
no  hand  in  this; — nay  more,  this  foul  deed  must 
not  be  done,  and  you — you  must  avert  it !" 

"  I  !  "  retorted  Coryton,  in  a  tone  of  grave  re- 
proof: "  you  forget,  my  love,  — I  don't  belong  to 
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myself  any  longer,  —  I  am  bought  —  sold  at  the 
rate  of  ten  pounds  a  yard,  and  see,  my  darling, 
here  is  the  money." 

So  saying,  he  pushed  some  sovereigns  and  a 
bank  note  across  the  table. 

"  That  bargain  must  be  broken,""  replied  the 
female  resolutely.  "  By  Heaven  !  steeped  as  you 
are  in  sin,  rather  than  you  shall  load  your  guilty 
soul  with  such  a  crime  as  this,  1  will  myself 
denounce  you  both  to  the  police." 

"  What  !"  stammered  Coryton,  with  a  fearful 
oath,  "  what  does  the  girl  mean  ?  If  I  thought," 
he  added,  looking  round  as  if  for  some  weapon, 
"  you  dared  split,  woman  though  you  are,  Fd 
find  means  to  stay  your  tongue  !  *" 

"  Spare  your  threats,"  cried  the  other,  starting 
to  her  feet,  her  face  flushed,  her  outstretched  arm 
trembling  with  excitement,  and  her  dark  eyes 
flashing  fire, — "  spare  your  threats,  Robert, — 
seek  not  to  terrify  me,  or  you  will  raise  a  fiend 
that  will  crush  you  like  a  worm  beneath  the  heel  ! 
— Be  warned  in  time,  Robert ; — again  I  say,  be 
warned,  this  foul  deed  of  blood  must  not — shall 
not  be  perpetrated  !" 
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Her  companion  opened  his  mouth  and  eyes, 
and  sunk  back  in  his  chair  in  intense  astonish- 
ment, not  Avholly  unmixed  with  alarm. 

"  Oh,  Robert,"  she  pursued,  in  a  gentler  tone, 
and  suffering  her  hand  to  drop  upon  the  shoulder 
of  the  half-intoxicated  man  ;  "  pause — reflect. 
Does  not  memory  call  up  one  pale  plaintive  face 
to  plead  for  mercy  ? — do  you  not  remember  ? — " 

"  Oh,  of  course  I  do,"  interrupted  Coryton, 
peevishly,  but  with  an  evident  desire  to  evade 
certain  disagreeable  mental  twinges.  "  Everybody 
remembers  —  I  remember.  I  was  once  a  little 
boy  myself —  *  puer  ingenui  vultiis,  ingenuujue 
pudoris.^ " 

Seeing  that  she  had  succeeded  in  making  some 
impression,  though  he  endeavoured  to  disguise  it, 
Marian  continued :  "  Can  you  think  on  that 
day  of  misery  that  left  us  childless  ?  and  can  you 
— dare  you — strike  another  so  ?  " 

"  D — n  it,  girl,  no  snivelling  !"  returned  Cory- 
ton  fiercely,  and  moving  uneasily  in  his  chair. 
"  After  all,  the  boy  may  not  be  hurt  — just  sent 
abroad,  perhaps,  to  pick  up  a  profession." 

"  May  not  be  hurt  ?"  repeated  the  woman,  bit- 
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terly, — "  mai/  not  be  hurt,  and  in  Faulkland''s 
power?  Is  tlie  dove  hurt  in  the  talons  of  the 
eagle,  or  the  hind  quivering  in  the  tiger's  jaw  ? 
— Think  of  that  child's  mother,  Robert  !  — think 
how  we  felt  when  lookinor  for  the  last  time  on 
the  calm  and  peaceful  form  of  our  own  lost  one  as 
it  lay  in  its  little  bed! — and  think  how  we 
should  have  felt  had  his  tender  limbs  been 
gashed  and  mangled  before  our  eyes  !  —  Be- 
ware a  mother's  curse, — a  deep,  a  damning,  eter- 
nal curse  !" 

As  Marian  uttered  these  last  words  her  whole 
figure  dilated,  and  her  eyes  seemed  to  blaze  with 
a  light  almost  supernatural. 

Robert  sprang  from  his  chair — he  paused  a  mo- 
ment ;  then,  striking  his  clenched  fist  against  his 
flushed  brow,  sank  down  and  buried  his  face  in  his 
hands.  A  change  seemed  to  have  come  over  him  ; 
— the  swollen  veins  in  his  temples,  his  heaving 
heart,  and  deep  sobs,  betraying  the  almost  mad- 
dening agony  that  raged  in  his  brain,  fevered  as 
it  was  from  the  combined  effects  of  intoxication, 
remorse,  and  despair. 

"  Mercy — mercy  !"  he  cried  ;   "  speak  not  of 


THE   LAST  GAME.  251 

him — lie  is  gone  whither  I  can  never  follow  — 
gone  from  me  for  ever — for  ever  !" 

"  Show  mercy,"  returned  his  companion,  press- 
ing her  once  smooth  cheek,  now  furrowed,  but 
not  with  age,  to  his  ;  "  spare  one  as  young,  as 
fair,  as  innocent  !  " 

"It  cannot  be, — it  cannot  be! — how  can  I 
save  it  ? — what  am  I  to  do  ?""  muttered  the  other, 
raising  his  head,  and  gazing  with  a  helpless,  half- 
idiotic  stare  upon  the  fire.  "  Faulkland  has 
sworn  to  kill  —  how  can  I  preserve  it.''" 

"  Say  but  the  word,'"  cried  Marian,  "  a  word 
which  will  shine  as  one  bright  star  in  a  dark  and 
gloomy  night  —  and  leave  the  rest  to  me." 

"  Do  with  me  as  you  please — as  you  please," 
said  Coryton,  now  reduced,  by  excessive  excite- 
ment, to  a  state  of  drivelling  imbecility  ;  "  I 
have  no  power ;  you  must  act — do  all." 

Marian  seized  a  pen ;  and  on  the  back  of  a 
soiled  card,  the  readiest  and  perhaps  the  only 
substitute  for  Bath  post  which  the  chamber  af- 
forded,— inscribed  the  lines  that  had  so  perplexed 
Frank  Sherborne  on  his  return  to  his  chambers  ; 
then,  not  daring  to  trust  its  delivery  to  another, 
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she  snatched  up  her  bonnet,  threw  a  cloak  that, 
like  its  owner,  had  seen  better  days,  about  her, 
and  hurried  off  in  person  to  the  Temple. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  had  barely  elapsed  from 
the  time  of  her  departure,  when  Faulkland  him- 
self, booted  and  spurred  as  for  a  journey,  hastily 
entered  the  apartment  which  she  had  so  lately 
quitted. 

Advancing  gaily  towards  the  half-stupified  Co- 
ryton,  he  shook  him  by  the  shoulder. 

"  Up  !"  he  exclaimed;  "  arouse  thee,  my  ho- 
nest Rob.! — the  time  has  come — slowly,  indeed, 
but  yet,  ere  I  could  have  hoped  it, — our  horses 
are  below.  We  mount  at  once — the  turning  of 
the  die  to-morrow  makes  or  mars  us." 

"  Aut  Caesar  aut  nullus,^'  responded  Mr.  Co- 
ryton,  with  a  highly  creditable  attempt  at  gravity. 

The  Major  ran  on  :  "  To-morrow  morning 
Clara  and  Mrs.  Broughton,  with  the  young  heir, 
start  from  Boulogne ;  the  packet  cannot  reach 
England  before  the  afternoon.  Some  hours  must 
elapse  ere  the  party  can  quit  Dovor  for  Lindsay 
Court ;  and  one  of  them  at  least  must  never  reach 
it — must  never  cross  the  threshold  of  his  father's 
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hall  —  must  never  hear  the  bells  peal  merrily 
his  ■welcome  home  ! — Black  Robin's  Corner  is 
our  rendezvous  ;  —  all  is  prepared,  bold  hearts 
await  us; — the  moon  is  up;  so  to  spur  and 
snaffle,  my  gallant  Rob." 

"  Oh,  certainly, — of  course, — if  you  wish  it," 
replied  the  particularly  gallant  gentleman  thus 
addressed,  with  great  deliberation,  but  without 
betraying  the  least  inclination  to  quit  the  arm- 
chair in  which  he  was  enthroned. 

"Quick  —  quick!"  cried  Faulkland,  impa- 
tientlv,  "  the  field  of  fortune  lies  before  us 
— hell  itself  can  hardly  baulk  us  now." 

"  Surrender,  in  the  King's  name  !"  at  this 
moment  exclaimed  a  voice  of  thunder ;  the 
door  was  burst  open,  and  Isaaks,  accompanied  by 
a  powerful  auxiliary,  rushed  into  the  apartment. 

"Treachery,  by  hell!"  cried  the  Major. 
"  Strike,  Coryton,  if  you  are  a  man !"  so  saying  he 
discharged  a  heavy  candlestick,  with  a  sure  aim, 
at  the  head  of  the  officer  in  the  rear. 

"  Yield  I "  cried  the  Jew,  presenting  a  pistol. 

With  a  blow,  swift  as  thought,  the  Major 
dashed  it  from  his  hand  —  then  springing  at  his 
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throat,  seized  him  with  a  giant's  grasp,  and  by 
dint  of  sheer  strength,  forcing  him  backwards  to 
the  stairs,  paused  for  a  moment, — clenched  his 
teeth, —  strung  every  nerve  for  one  tremendous 
effort,  and  hurled  him  down  the  descent. 

The  Jew  fell  stunned  upon  the  landing  place  ; 
and  Faulkland,  bidding  Coryton  follow,  leaped 
over  his  prostrate  foe,  gained  the  door,  with  one 
bound  was  in  the  saddle,  and  the  next  instant  out 
of  sight. 

Not  so  with  Mr.  Coryton  ;  it  was  very  easy,  as 
that  gentleman  was  in  the  habit  of  observing,  to 
say  "Follow,"  but  he  was  by  no  means  in  a  condi- 
tion to  follow  the  course  which  that  hint  had  so 
briefly  suggested.  Drunk  as  he  was,  he  had 
thrown  himself  upon  the  man  who  received  Faulk- 
land's  missile  on  his  forehead ;  but  as  the  candle- 
stick received  more  damage  than  the  os  frontis 
from  the  collision,  the  gallant  Robert  soon  dis- 
covered that  he  had  met  with  more  than  his 
match ;  and,  after  a  short  but  decisive  struggle, 
was  manacled,  secundum  artem,  by  his  gallant  and 
hard-headed  antagonist.  Passive  non-resistance 
was  thenceforth  his  only  course,  and  he  submitted 
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to  be  borne  away,  to  answer  for  the  liigb  crime 
and  misdemeanour  of  resisting  an  officer  in  the 
execution  of  his  duty,  and  aiding  and  abetting  the 
escape  of  a  felon,  without  a  single  struggle. 

The  night  which  succeeded  was  a  wretched  one 
to  Sherborne :  the  hint  he  had  received  of  some 
mysterious  evil  threatening  one  who,  lost  as  she 
was  to  him,  was  yet  so  dear,  banished  sleep  from 
his  couch.  He  made  every  effort  to  gain  a  few 
hours'  rest,  in  order  to  sustain  him  through  the 
exertions  which  the  morrow  might  demand ;  but 
in  vain.  He  rose  much  before  his  accustomed 
time,  unrefreshed,  and  in  a  state  of  feverish  ex- 
citement. He  could  do  nothing,  —  think  of 
nothing,  —  conceive  nothing,  by  which  the  dull, 
heavy  minutes  might  be  quickened  in  their  pace. 

Eleven  was  the  hour  appointed  for  the  in- 
terview ;  it  was  now  but  nine.  He  gazed  at 
the  clock,  the  very  personification  of  Old  Time, 
as  it  stood  tick-ticking  on  in  supreme  unconcern 
at  his  impatience,  and  at  the  same  unvarying 
rate.  Many  were  the  little  manoeuvres  which  he 
resorted  to,  to  quicken  its  motions.  He  endea- 
voured first  to  watch  the  large  hand   in  its  pro- 
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gress  round  the  dial ;  but  that  proving  miserably 
tedious,  he  paced  up  and  down  his  apartment,  be- 
stowing a  glance  upon  "  the  enemy"'''  at  every 
second  turn.  Next  he  seized  the  paper  of  the 
preceding  evening,  and  by  resolutely  reading  it 
through,  from  the  No.  4096,  at  one  end,  to  the 
"  Printed  and  published,"  &c.  at  the  other,  got 
rid  of  some  portion  of  the  commodity  that  hung 
so  heavily  upon  his  hands.  Lastly,  he  took  his 
hat  and  sallied  forth  into  the  street.  Here  he 
examined  with  the  greatest  attention  the  contents 
of  every  book-stall  and  print-shop  in  his  way,  and 
watched  every  trifling  occurrence  that  could  by 
possibility  awaken  one  spark  of  interest :  thus 
having  contrived  at  length  to  consume  the  entire 
intervening  period,  wrought  up  to  the  highest 
pitch  of  expectation,  he  entered  Soho  Square  as 
the  first  clock  of  respectability  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood announced  that  the  wished-for  hour  of 
tryst  was  come. 

A  woman  attired  in  a  silk  cloak,  faded  but  of 
fashionable  make,  and  in  a  bonnet  much  too  gay 
both  for  the  season  and  the  time  of  day,  hastily  ap- 
proached him.     Her  face,  though  partially  con- 
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cealed  by  a  thick  veil,  yet  seemed  by  no  means 
destitute  of  beauty.  Her  manner  was  agitated  and 
anxious ;  and  seizing  Sherborne  by  the  wrist,  she 
exclaimed  in  a  low  husky  voice, 

"  You  are  too  late,  sir !  Merciful  Heaven  ! 
we  are  both  late, —  too  late  to  save  or  to  warn. 
There  is  yet  a  chance,  —  one  chance,  —  slender, 
and  weak  as  a  thread ;  but  it  must  be  tried." 

"  Who  and  what  are  you-f*"  exclaimed  Frank, 
astonished  no  less  bv  the  matter  of  this  address 
than  by  the  manner  in  which  it  was  vittered. 

"  I  have  been  your  equal,"  replied  the  woman. 
"I  am,  —  no  matter  what,  —  suffice  it,  that  I 
am  a  friend  to  Francis  Sherborne,  and  would 
save  the  innocent  ;  but  this  is  no  time  for 
parley,  —  blood  may  be  flowing  as  we  speak. 
Listen  :  Mrs.  Broughton,  her  son  and  daugh- 
ter-in-law reach  England  to-day  ;  a  desperate 
scheme  is  framed  by  a  desperate  man  to  at- 
tack them  on  their  road  to  Ijindsay  Court,  to 
get  possession  of — to  slay  the  child!" 

"To-day  !  "  cried  Frank  in  horror;  "why,  then, 
this  mad  delay  ? — why  withhold  your  information 
till  it  has  become  useless  ?  " 
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"  I  knew  it  not, — I  knew  it  not  till  now,"  re- 
turned the  other,  passionately.  "  Their  own  fatal 
haste  has  caused  it ;  but  the  time  will  not  admit 
of  explanation.  One  who,  deluded  by  that  arch- 
fiend Faulkland,  was  to  have  been  his  accom- 
plice, writes  from  his  prison,  that  this  is  the 
day,  and  Black  Robin's  Corner,  a  lonely  place 
some  few  miles  on  the  other  side  of  Canterbury, 
the  spot." 

"  I  know  it  well,"  said  Frank. 

"  Then  lose  not  a  moment,"  pursued  his  com- 
panion. "  Hasten  thither  as  fast  as  horses'  hoofs 
can  bear  you. — Life — life  and  death  hang  on 
your  speed.*" 

"  Thanks  !  Farewell !"  exclaimed  Sherborne, 
grasping  the  agitated  creature  by  the  hand ; 
"  may  Heaven  reward  you  ! " 

She  threw  one  brief  glance  above,  as  if  en- 
couraged by  the  prayer,  then  stood  with  clasped 
hands  and  straining  eyes,  watching  the  progress 
of  Frank,  who  flew  rather  than  ran  in  the  direc- 
tion of  ^Ir.  Hazeldine's  chambers. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Stop  thief  !  stop  thief  !  —  a  highwayman ! 

Not  one  of  them  was  mute, 
And  all  and  each  that  passed  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  pursuit. 

John  Gilpin. 

Hie  cestus  artemque  repono. 

Virgil. 


THE    PURSUIT.  THE    MORE    HASTE    THE    WORSE    SPEED.  —  A 

CRASH     AND     A     SMASH. "  NO      BONES      BROKE      THOUGH 

SORE    PEPPERED." THE    ENCOUNTER. THE    BURST. THE 

CHACE HARK-TO-HIM TALLY-HO  !  A    HARD    RUN. 

WHOO-WHOOP  ! 


Panting  and  breathless,  Sherborne  with  dif- 
ficulty made  his  friend  comprehend  the  dreadful 
urgency  of  the  case. 

"  A  chaise  and  four  as  quick  as  lightning," 
exclaimed  Hazeldine  to  his  astounded  Tiger,  who. 
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totally  unused  to  such  energy  on  the  part  of 
his  master,  gave  one  grand  stare,  and  dashed  off 
to  obey  him. 

"  Near  Canterbury,  say  you?"  pursued  George. 
"  I  have  a  brother  quartered  there  with  the  — th 
dragoons  ;   he  may  perhaps  assist  us." 

While  Sherborne  was  recovering  his  breath, 
and  detailing  his  story  in  a  more  connected  form, 
his  friend  busied  himself  in  selecting  certain  arti- 
cles of  apparel  which  he  deemed  absolutely  ne- 
cessary for  his  expedition.  A  dressing-case, 
three  coats,  a  greater  number  of  lower  habili- 
ments, about  a  dozen  cravats,  and  boots  in  simi- 
lar profusion,  were  carefully  deposited  in  their 
several  receptacles ;  so  that  a  spectator  might 
have  imagined  that  Mr.  Hazeldine  contemplated 
a  voyage  to  the  East  or  West  Indies,  rather 
than  a  trifling  journey  of  a  few  hours.  Lastly, 
he  produced  the  much- vaunted  pistol-case,  and 
sighing  as  he  fixed  the  locks  of  his  favourites, 
said, 

"  Ah  !  my  dear  Frank,  you  ought  to  have 
saved  us  all  this  trouble — so  fair  a  chance  so 
foully  missed !" 
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"  Hush  !"  interrupted  Sherborne.  "  Yes,  it 
is — I  hear  the  clattering  of  wheels — it  must  be 
the  chaise  !" 

In  another  instant  the  little  beast  of  prey 
confirmed  his  suspicions,  and  hastily  following 
with  his  master's  and  his  own  luo'fjag'e  —  the 
latter  consisting  of  a  great-coat  and  a  tooth-brush 
—  he  mounted  the  dickey,  and  the  party  set 
off  at  a  Gretna-Green  pace  in  the  direction  of 
Dovor.  The  roads  were  wet  and  heavy,  but 
the  prospect  of  double  fees  made  a  very  power- 
ful impression  upon  the  postboys,  and  through 
them  acted  immediately  upon  the  mettle  of  the 
horses. 

Rapidly  as  they  were  whirled  along,  it  yet 
seemed  but  a  snail's  pace  to  the  impatient  Sher- 
borne. He  tossed  uneasily  in  the  carriage,  and — 
despite  the  assurances  of  Mr.  Hazeldine,  that 
both  boys  and  horses  were  doing  all  that  terres- 
trial boys  and  horses  could  do — he  was  repeatedly 
urging  them  from  the  window  to  increase  their 
speed.  Again  and  again  he  bade  them  spur,  till 
the  foremost  of  these  individuals  began  to  enter- 
tain a  suspicion  that  the  gentlemen  inside  must 
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be  the  Secretary  of  State  and  his  friend,  in  the 
greatest  possible  danger  of  being  hanged,  drawn, 
and  quartered  for  high  treason. 

Tiger  Jem,  too,  although  with  the  most  vague 
ideas  as  to  the  object  in  view,  very  handsomely 
joined  in  the  excitement. 

"  Now  then  !" — he  exclaimed  from  behind,  as 
thev  were  dashinfr  along-  well  together,  and  at 
the  very  extremity  of  their  powers  ;  "  now  then, 
lively  gentlemen — put  on  the  steam — and  show 
the  ladies  how  you  can  go  ! " 

Thus  taxed  to  their  utmost,  and  covered  with 
foam  and  mud,  the  panting  animals  reached 
Dartford,  —  a  certain  number  of  conventional 
cracks  with  the  whip  announced  to  the  suc- 
ceeding postboys,  that  their  predecessors  Avere 
satisfied  with  the  bounty  of  the  "  swells "  in- 
side ; — the  effect  was  electric,  fresh  horses  were 
ordered  "  to "  in  an  instant,  and  the  chaise 
whirled  on  to  Gravesend. 

Here  Mr.  James  took  an  opportunity,  while 
they  were  again  changing,  of  expressing  his  un- 
qualified approbation  to  the  senior  boy,  of  his 
and  his  partner's  diligence  and  exertion.     "  Upon 
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ray  life,  my  tulip,"  said  he,  "  you  ought  to 
receive  a  testimonial  of  plate — something  hand- 
some, with  an  appropriate  inscription — a  silver 
toothpick,  or  such  like." 

The  "  tulip"  wiped  away  the  plentiful  moisture 
that  encumbered  his  beautiful  head,  and  throw- 
ing his  handkerchief  in  a  ball  to  the  bottom  of 
his  hat,  replied,  somewhat  indirectly  indeed, 
"  that  an  extra  half-sovereign  made  a  deal  of 
difference  in  trotting." 

Sherborne's  eagerness,  however,  soon  put  an 
end  to  the  colloquy ;  off  they  started  again 
through  the  narrow,  dirty  road,  and  with  no  less 
ardent  riders  than  before. — Rochester  was  gained  ; 
—  two  hours  and  a  half  had  not  elapsed  since 
they  left  the  Albany,  and  half  their  journey  was 
already  accomplished. 

"  On,  on  ! "  cried  Sherborne,  hastily  snatching 
a  crust  of  bread  at  the  request  of  Hazeldine  ;  and 
on  they  went  as  fast  as  horse  could  lay  leg  to 
ground. 

For  eight  miles  they  had  nearly  flown,  when, 
tearing  incautiously  through  a  small  heap  of 
stones,    the   shock    forced    the    near  fore-wheel 
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from  its  hold.  For  a  minute,  the  carriage  held 
its  Avay,  then  fell  with  a  loud  crash  upon  one 
of  its  sides. 

Luckily  the  jaded  creatures  that  drew  it,  re- 
quired but  little  persuasion  to  pull  up.  The 
door  was  quickly  forced  open,  and  Frank  and 
his  companion  made  their  escape  unhurt.  Sher- 
borne gazed  on  the  wreck  with  hands  clasped 
in  mute  despair.  George,  meanwhile,  was  ac- 
tively employed  with  the  men  in  disengaging 
the  horses  from  the  shattered  vehicle. 

"  Jem,  you  rascal !  you  have  not  had  the  im- 
pertinence to  get  damaged .'' "  he  asked,  as  that 
personage  scrambled  at  length  out  of  a  thick 
blackthorn  hedge,  into  which  he  had  been  hurled 
by  the  violence  of  the  jerk. 

Jem  made  no  reply,  but  looked  as  if  he  had 
taken  that  liberty. 

"  Come,"  pursued  his  master,  turning  to  Sher- 
borne, and  pointing  to  one  of  the  postilion's 
horses  that  was  now  at  liberty  :  "  Arouse  thee, 
then,  my  most  un-merry  man — mount !  Sitting- 
bourne  is  not  three  miles  a-head,  and   there   a 
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fresh  chaise  can  be  procured.      Jem,  you  pup, 
follow  with  my  portmanteau." 

"  Without  a  saddle,  sir  ? "  inquired  Jem, 
with  a  plaintive  touch  to  his  hat. 

"A  saddle,  sir!"  exclaimed  his  master  in 
amazement ;  "  pray,  what  on  earth  do  you  pre- 
tend to  want  Avith  a  saddle,  sir  ?  —  follow  in- 
stantly." 

Jem  sighed,  and  muttered,  as  he  mounted  with 
great  care,  "  If  you  had  been  a-sitting  five  mi- 
nutes on  a  quickset  hedge,  you  'd  appreciate  the 
accommodation  of  a  saddle,  sir,  that's  all." 

At  Sittingbourne,  as  Hazeldine  had  anticipated, 
to  obtain  a  fresh  chaise  was  but  the  work  of  a 
few  minutes,  and  the  party  were  once  more 
upon  the  road. 

The  delay,  however,  had  been  a  serious  one ; 
and  the  clock  of  the  old  cathedral  tower  was  peal- 
ing seven,  as,  one  mass  of  mud,  they  rattled 
through  the  narrow  gateway  that  defends  the 
loyal  and  enlightened  city  of  Canterbury. 

"  To  the  left,  —  to  the  cavalry  barracks," 
shouted  George. 

VOL.    III.  N 
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Captain  Hazeldine,  of  his  Majesty's  — th  re- 
giment of  dragoons,  had  just  taken  his  seat  at 
the  mess-table, —  the  first  spoonful  of  soup  was 
in  his  hand, — the  first  bottle  of  Moselle  (whe- 
ther in  a  cut-glass  decanter  or  not,  history 
sayeth  not)  stood  by  his  side,  —  when  a  card, 
bearing  his  brother's  name  and  a  demand  for 
his  instant  presence,  was  delivered  to  him.  — 
The  Captain  laid  down  his  spoon,  gave  one 
glance  at  a  fine  turbot  which  Major  Martinet 
was  dispensing  with  the  tact  and  delicacy  of  a 
veteran,  and  proceeded  to  obey  the  summons. 

Briefly  and  pithily  did  George  lay  the  case 
before  him.  "  And  now,  most  honoured  brother 
of  mine,"  he  concluded,  "  no  reference  to  any 
wooden-headed  Mayor, — put  yourself  at  the  head 
of  some  stout  fellows,  and,  on  with  us,  instantly, 
to  the  appointed  spot!" 

"  Oh,  dem  the  Mayor!"  replied  Captain 
Hazeldine,  who  was  a  shade  more  affected  —  a 
shade  more  good-tempered,  and  two  or  three 
shades  sillier  than  his  brother  George.  "  Dem  all 
civilians  ! — dem  every  thing  that's  civil !  Three 
words    to    the    commanding    officer  will    settle 
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the  affair,  and  we  will  start  in  a  few  minutes." 
Giving  the  requisite  directions  to  an  orderly,  he 
left  the  room. 

"  That  would  be  the  pleasantest  puppy  in  the 
world,"  said  Hazeldine,  after  a  pause,  "were  it 
not  for  one  incurable  fault." 

*' Ah,  very  probably, —  and  what  may  that 
be?"  asked  Frank,  not  knowing  exactly  what 
he  said,  but  perceiving  that  it  was  expected  he 
should  say  something. 

"  He  is  too  old,"  replied  his  friend. 

*'  Too  old!"  repeated  Sherborne,  as  uncon- 
sciously as  before. 

"Too  old,"  said  George;  —  "just  eighteen 
months  too  old ;  and  that  makes  him  the  most 
disagreeable  fellow  in  the  world. — You  may 
smile,"  he  pursued, — "but  if  ever  you  come  to 

have  an  elder  brother  of  your  own but  he  is 

here,  so  let  us  make  the  best  of  him,  such  as  he 
is." 

"  What  is  that  you  say?"  said  the  Captain, 
whose  ear  had  caught  the  few  last  words  as  he  was 
entering.      "  Dem  me  if  I  understand  your  allu- 


sions." 
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"  Not  an  uncommon  symptom  with  elder  bro- 
thers," returned  George.  "  But  what  says  the 
Colonel?" 

"  Men  will  be  round  in  a  moment,"  was  the 
reply ;  and  as  he  spoke  the  clattering  of  sabres 
was  heard  in  the  court-yard  below.  "  Now,  gen- 
tlemen, to  horse  ! "  pursued  Captain  Hazeldine  ; 
— "  the  moon  is  up,  and  we  shall  have  a  gallant 
ride  !  —  George,"  he  said,  in  a  lower  tone, — 
"  take  you  the  chestnut,  she  is  hot,  and  your 
friend  doesn't  seem  to  have  the  steadiest  hand  in 
the  Avorld." 

They  were  no  sooner  in  the  saddle  than  Sher- 
borne, who  was  provided  with  a  serious-looking 
old  charger,  struck  deep  his  spurs  and  started  off 
at  a  hard  gallop. 

"  Hollo,  sir  !  —  Mr.  Shipton  —  Sheppard  — 
what 's  his  confounded  name  ? "  shouted  the 
Captain.  "  Hold  hard,  sir,  for  Heaven's  sake  .'' 
— George,  call  in  your  friend,  or  we  shall  be  half 
ruined  with  bills  for  broken  women  and  chil- 
dren." 

Thus  was  poor  Frank  compelled  once  more  to 
restrain  his  ardour,  and  to  proceed  at  a  sort  of 
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purgatorial  trot  through  the  narrow  streets  of 
Canterbury.  Once  clear  of  the  city  they  in- 
creased their  speed,  and  the  exhilarating  motion, 
joined  with  the  fresh  evening  breeze,  and,  above 
all,  the  heart-stirring  object  in  view,  raised  Sher- 
borne to  such  a  pitch  of  excitement  that  it  needed 
all  Hazeldine's  authority  to  induce  him  to  conform 
his  pace  to  that  of  their  better-judging  leader. 

The  full  moon  was  already  shining  high  in 
heaven,  and  shed  a  varied  light  as  thin  fleecy 
clouds  drove  swiftly  across  her  disk,  —  now 
glancing  on  the  scabbards  and  helmets  of  the 
troopers,  —  now  scarcely  penetrating  the  leafy 
branches  that  closed  above  their  heads  :  lightly 
and  gaily  did  it  play  upon  the  stream,  as  they 
cantered  through  the  little  village  of  Bridge, 
and  beamed  with  a  soft  and  sober  radiance,  as 
if  in  reverence,  upon  its  grey  church-spire. 

Pressing  up  the  long  steep  hill  before  them, 
they  halted  for  a  few  moments  to  breathe  their 
horses  on  gaining  its  brow.  The  barren  and  ex- 
tensive tract  of  land,  known  as  Barham  Downs, 
lay  stretched  in  front,  with  its  white  chalky  road 
glistening  in  the  moonlight.      About  a  couple  of 
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miles  in  advance,  and  on  the  right-liand  of  the 
road,  was  the  turning  that  led  to  "  Black  Robin's 
Comer,"  —  a  dreary  spot  situate  at  the  meeting 
of  four  cross  roads,  one  of  "which  bore  away 
direct  through  the  woods  to  Lindsay  Court, 
the  old  family  seat  of  the  Broughtons. 

"Forward!"  cried  the  Captain.  "Ten  mi- 
nutes' gallop  and  the  danger  's  past." 

More  than  half  the  distance  was  surmounted, 
when  George,  checking  his  steed,  exclaimed, 

"  Do  my  eyes  play  false,  or  is  that  a  car- 
riage coming  down  the  hill  before  us?"  The 
party  paused, — a  vehicle  was  distinctly  visible, 
descending  at  a  rapid  rate  the  rising  ground, 
about  a  mile  ahead ;  it  was  soon  lost  beneath 
an  intervening  ridge,  and  every  eye  was  strained 
to  catch  its  reappearance. — It  came  not. 

"  Gracious  Heavens  !"  exclaimed  Frank, — 
"  they  have  turned  the  fatal  corner,  and  are 
lost! — Follow  —  follow!    for  the  love  of  Hea- 


ven !" 


So  saying,  and  urging  his  horse  to  its  utmost 
speed,  he  struck  off  by  what  appeared  to  be  the 
paling  of  some  enclosed  ground  ;  leading  the  way 
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rapidly  across  the  common,  by  a  rough  and  scarcely 
distinguishable  tract, — he  gained,  at  length,  a  road 
of  broader  dimensions  and  more  defined  character. 

Screams  and  cries  for  assistance  were  now  clear- 
ly heard,  and  at  no  great  distance, 

*'  On,  on ! ""  shouted  Frank,  burying  his  rowels 
in  the  sides  of  the  sluggish  beast,  and  the  whole 
party  dashed  forward  at  full  gallop.  The  cla- 
mour increased, — shrieks,  prayers,  and  impreca- 
tions, in  one  confused  din,  were  borne  to  the  ear. 

"  To  the  right,"  cried  Sherborne ;  and  Cap- 
tain Hazeldine,  who  had  taken  the  lead,  turned 
abruptly  the  corner  in  question. 

Within  a  hundred  yards  stood  a  carriage  ;  the 
horses  kicking  and  rearing,  and  their  riders  slash- 
ing right  and  left  with  heavy  whips,  and  madly 
endeavouring  to  force  a  way  through  a  party  of 
ruffians  that  surrounded  them  ;  —  the  door  of 
the  vehicle  was  thrown  open  ;  and  a  man,  well 
mounted,  appeared  struggling  desperately  to  tear 
something  from  the  grasp  of  those  within. 

"  Rescue  !  Rescue  !  "  shouted  the  Captain  in 
a  voice  that  sounded  clear  amid  the  uproar.  But, 
unable  to  check  his  steed  in  time,  he  was  carried 
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onwards  some  yards  beyond  the  scene  of  action. 
Sherborne  followed,  rushing  furiously  towards  the 
horseman  with  intent  to  seize  him.  The  latter, 
however,  quitting  his  hold,  raised  himself  in  the 
stirrup,  and,  with  one  tremendous  blow,  felled 
him  to  the  ground  ;  then  discharging  a  pistol  into 
the  carriage,  backed  his  horse,  and,  with  the  ra- 
pidity of  lightning,  cleared  a  four-feet  gate  into 
an  adjoining  inclosure. 

Young  Hazeldine  fired,  but  without  apparent 
effect,  as  he  took  the  leap. 

"  Missed,  by  the  Pope !"  exclaimed  the  former ; 
"  then  to  him,  boys.  Tally  ho  !  Tally  ho  !"  and 
with  an  echoinfj  view-halloo  he  went  steadilv  at  the 
gate.  The  mare,  however,  with  a  sudden  plunge, 
bounded  on  one  side, —  a  proceeding  which,  with 
a  less  skilful  rider,  had  effected  so  much  of 
the  desired  object  as  to  have  lodged  him,  at  all 
events,  snugly  on  the  other  side. 

"  Confusion  seize  ye  !"  muttered  George,  bring- 
ing her  up  a  second  time,  and  giving  her  her  head, 
"  go  your  own  blessed  pace ;  "  and,  with  a  fu- 
rious rush,  she  topped  by  a  foot  the  highest  bar, 
just  in  time   to  afford    her   rider   a  glimpse    of 
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Faulkland, —  for  he  it  was,  —  as  he  took  a  thick 
quick-set  hedge  at  the  farther  extremity  of  the 
same  field. 

The  Major,  mounted  on  a  powerful  Grey,  evi- 
dently a  well- trained  hunter,  bore  straight  across 
the  country. 

Hazeldine,  on  the  Chestnut,  followed  ;  hedges 
and  ditches  were  passed  in  rapid  succession, 
the  Grey  going  gradually  ahead ;  the  steadiness 
with  which  he  went  at  his  leaps  giving  him 
considerable  advantage  over  the  hot-headed, 
unmanageable  beast  that   carried   George. 

The  moon  now  shone  in  an  unclouded  sky, 
lighting  up  the  large  inclosures  and  the  wooded 
hills  beyond  with  the  brilliancy  of  day.  On,  on, 
in  headlong  course,  flew  pursuer  and  pursued  ;  the 
elastic  turf  rose  beneath  their  feet ;  and  the  mare 
was  rapidly  gaining  ground. 

A  massive  ox-fence,  consisting  of  a  double 
post  and  rail,  was  now  seen  stretching  across 
their  way.  "  In  and  out,"  without  an  instant's 
hesitation,  went  the  careful  Grey. — Not  so  the 
other; — of  the  true  Leicestershire  breed, —  she 
cleared  the  whole  with  a  single  spring. — Landing, 
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however,  in  a  turnip-field,  soaked  with  the  pre- 
ceding rain,  Hazeldine  found  it  was  madness  to 
push  on : —  far  too  fine  for  such  a  country,  the 
slim  legs  of  the  mare  sunk  in  the  heavy  soil  above 
the  hocks  at  every  spring  ;  and  holding  her  to- 
gether as  best  he  might,  her  rider  was  compelled 
to  witness  the  distance  between  him  and  the  chase 
fast  increasing,  as  the  latter  ploughed  across  the 
ground  at  a  scarcely  diminished  pace. 

The  Major's  object  now  began  to  develope 
itself. —  Passing  to  the  left  of  a  little  village, — 
nestled,  as  it  were,  affectionately  around  its  hum- 
ble church, —  he  was  evidently  making  for  those 
extensive  woods  that,  as  we  have  seen,  crowned 
the  hills  beyond.  Once  Avithin  the  leafy  screen 
of  "  the  Covert,"  such  were  the  darkness  and  in- 
tricacy of  the  roads,  or  rather,  horse  tracks,  that 
traverse  that  extensive  tract  of  woodland  in  all 
directions,  that  further  pursuit  would  be  vain. 
They  lay  but  a  short  mile  in  advance.  A  hedge, 
however,  of  the  description  known  among  sports- 
men as  a  "  bullfinch," — that  is,  one  consisting  of 
thick  underwood  intermixed  with  young  trees, — 
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appeared  to  bar  all  further  progress  ;  —  no 
friendly  gap,  —  no  gate  was  to  be  seen. 

Holding  liard,  till  he  had  arrived  within  the 
deep  shade  thrown  by  the  lofty  branches,  Faulk- 
land  for  the  first  time  struck  spurs  into  his  horse, 
and  charged  desperately  through, — Hazeldine  fol- 
lowed on  successfully ;  and  now  being  once  again 
on  the  light  grass-land,  he  urged  the  Chestnut  to 
the  very  top  of  her  speed.  Now,  indeed,  her 
superior  blood  began  to  tell ; —  forward  she  flew 
like  the  wind. 

With  heel  and  hand  did  the  Major  press 
the  gallant  Grey  to  the  utmost,  but  in  vain. 
The  clods  cut  by  his  hoofs  were  even  beating 
against  the  head  and  chest  of  his  pursuer. — 
Scarce  twenty  yards  separated  them. 

A  rugged  bank,  some  ten  feet  high,  protected 
by  a  rail,  and  covered  with  rough  bushes  and 
brambles,  interspersed  here  and  there  with  a 
straggling  pollard,  lay  on  the  left. 

It  was  a  fearful  chance,  —  but  the  race  was  for 
life  or  death  ;  and  Faulkland,  now  finding  escape 
by  other  means  impossible,  seized  the  advantage 
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of  a  curve  which  took  from  the  abruptness  of  his 
turn,  and  went  gallantly  at  it. 

The  cool  and  steady  veteran  made  good  his 
footing  on  the  side, — with  a  couple  of  bounds, 
he  gained  the  top,  and  disappeared  in  an  instant. 

"  The  Devil  ! "  cried  Hazeldine  in  astonish- 
ment, "  then  here  goes  ;  and  ten  to  one  on  a 
broken  neck  ! " 

So  saying,  with  both  hands  at  the  rein, — every 
muscle  in  body  and  limb  strung  to  their  tightest, 
but  with  scarcely  a  hope  of  success, —  he  made 
an  attempt  to  follow. 

The  fiery  mare  threw  up  her  head,  and  tore 
madly  forward.  In  an  instant  George  found 
himself  flying  through  the  air  like  an  arrow. 
One  desperate  plunge  forwards,  and  horse  and 
man  together  were  rolling  down  the  opposite  side. 
— A  bullet  whistled  past  his  ear  as  he  fell. 

Faulkland,  judging  that  if  his  foe  succeeded 
in  reaching  the  summit  he  must  remain  for  some 
moments  stationary,  had  pulled  up,  determined  to 
try  the  last.  The  impetuosity  of  his  pursuer's 
horse,  in  all  probability,  preserved  his  life. 

Tom  and  bruised  as  he  was,  yet  game  to  the 
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back-bone,  Hazeldine  never  quitted  his  hold  of 
the  bridle  rein ;  and  the  mare  quickly  regaining 
her  feet,  he  threw  himself  once  more  into  the 
saddle,  and  the  chase  commenced  anew. 
— The  Major  now,  flogging  severely,  and  aiding 
by  every  motion  the  exertions  of  his  steed,  made 
desperate  play  for  the  woods  almost  at  hand. 
The  rapid  Stour,  swollen  by  the  late  rains,  alone 
separated  him  from  the  meadows  that  immediately 
skirted  them  :  into  the  midst  of  this  he  plunged  ; 
and,  though  borne  down  some  little  distance  by 
the  force  of  the  current,  his  panting  steed  yet 
gained  in  safety  the  opposite  bank. 

The  mare,  now  close  at  his  heels,  as  if  col- 
lecting all  her  energies  for  one  last  tremendous 
effort,  sprang  like  a  rocket  fairly  across  the 
stream,  —  a  level  distance  of  nearly  thirty  feet. 
The  goal  was  all  but  won, — a  single  hedge  in- 
tervened. Faulkland,  with  a  loud  crash,  broke 
down  the  obstacle ;  and  the  Chestnut,  spent  with 
her  last  exertion,  and  thoroughly  jaded,  came 
tottering  through  the  gap  some  three  or  four 
lenfjths  behind  him. 

But  the  race  was  done  !  —  Faulkland,  driven 
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from  his  intended  track  bv  tlie  closeness  of  the 
pursuit,  had  entered  a  cul  de  sac —  in  front,  and 
on  the  left,  the  enclosure  was  bounded  by  a 
flooded  osier-bed,  through  which  the  stream  they 
had  just  passed  made  its  way  by  twenty  dif- 
ferent channels  —  on  the  right  extended  a  steep 
and  chalky  precipice,  crowned  with  thick  over- 
hanging firs,  that  threw  their  black  and  fantastic 
branches  in  strong  relief  against  the  clear  moon- 
lit sky, — further  progress  was  impossible,  and 
Hazeldine  commanded  the  sole  avenue  of  retreat. 

"  Stop !"  exclaimed  the  latter,  levelling  a 
pistol,  "  or  I  fire."  The  Major  turned  slowly 
round — paused  for  an  instant  to  gather  up  his 
reins,  then  grasping  firmly  his  heavy  whip,  buried 
his  spurs  once  more  in  his  charger*'s  sides  and 
dashed  full  speed  at  his  opponent. 

"  Your  blood  be  on  your  own  head  ! "  cried 
Hazeldine  as  he  pulled,  —  the  Grey  swerved  at 
the  report,  and  passed  harmlessly  by,  his  rider 
erect  and  steady  in  the  seat  as  ever ;  —  the  faith- 
ful animal,  however,  missed  his  sustaining  hand — 
he  quickly  relapsed  into  a  canter,  and  Faulkland, 
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—  without  a  word,  —  fell  stone  dead  upon  the 
turf, — the  bullet  had  pierced  his  heart ! 

"  By  Heaven!"  said  George,  drawing  a  long 
breath, — "  I  thought  he  bore  a  charmed  life, — 
but  he  is  sped,"  he  added,  dismounting,  and 
gazing  on  the  dead  man''s  face.  "  An  instant  ago 
that  body  was  all  health  and  vigour,  all  schemes 
and  hopes  ;  and  now — strange  that  a  half-ounce 
of  lead  should  hold  the  power  of  hurrying  a  liv- 
ing spirit  thus  instantaneously  into  the  presence 
of  its  Maker  ! — But  I  must  sound  signals  of  dis- 
tress." So  saying,  he  re-charged  his  weapon  ; 
and,  firing  three  or  four  shots  in  succession, 
waited  patiently  the  arrival  of  his  friends. 

Shouts  were  soon  heard,  mingled  with  the  rat- 
tling of  arms  and  the  tramp  of  horses. 

"  Have  you  secured  the  murderer  ?  "  cried  the 
Captain,  galloping  up  at  the  head  of  such  of  his 
troop  as  had  been  enabled  to  make  their  way 
across  the  country. 

"  Murderer  !"  repeated  George,  turning  pale 
at  the  expression,  "  Just  Providence  !  poor  Frank 
is  killed  then  ? " 
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"  Your  friend  is  safe,"  interrupted  his  brother 
hastily  ;  "  stunned  he  was,  though  not  seriously 
hurt : — but  the  child  lies  a  corpse  in  his  mother''s 
arms." 

"  Now  Heaven  be  with  him,  sith  it  may  no 
better  be  ! "  exclaimed  Hazeldine,  unconsciously 
quoting  the  well-known  ballad,  and  evidently 
much  relieved  by  the  explanation.  "  Vengeance 
has  followed  swift  indeed  :  slayer  and  slain  have 
met  ere  this  above  !" — and  he  pointed  to  the 
stiffening  body  of  the  Major. 

"  What !"  said  the  Captain,  "run  into, —  and 
so  near  cover  too  ! — dear  me  ! — dem  it ! " 

"■  Ay,"  returned  George,  placing  his  foot  in 
the  stirrup  :   "  put  up  your  sword  ; — 'twas 

A     LONG     MATCH,     WELL     PLAYED,     AND     CLE- 
VERLY   WON." 
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KENVOY. 

If  so  strong  an  affection  do  we  possess  for 
what  is  or  was  our  own,  that  philosophers  have 
maintained  the  disembodied  spirit  hangs  with 
a  lingering  fondness  round  the  dust  it  once  ani- 
mated, some  licence  may  surely  be  permitted  to 
those  who  are  loth  to  take  leave  abruptly  of 
creations  to  which  they  have,  as  it  were,  lent  a 
momentary  life  and  being.  Under  cover  then  of 
this  excuse,  we  shall  not  dismiss  the  characters 
of  our  tale  without  a  brief  notice  of  their  subse- 
quent fortunes. 

Of  Mr.  Thugg,  the  Ex-Director,  we  are  concern- 
ed to  say,  the  news  is  anything  but  favourable. 
Engaging  deeply  in  the  mysteries  of  stock-jobbing, 
he  at  length  became  the  victim  of  cleverer  specu- 
lators— we  had  almost  said  greater  knaves — than 
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himself;  and  discovered,  when  too  late,  that  he 
had  put  forth  his  arm  somewhat  further  than  he 
could  conveniently  draw  it  back. 

A  small  annuity  alone  was  saved  from  the 
wreck  of  his  property,  which,  although  amply 
sufficient  for  his  customary  personal  expenses, 
would  no  longer  enable  him  to  hold  his  place 
among  the  bulls  and  bears  on  'Change  :  in  short, 
he  "  waddled  ;*"  and  thus,  because  he  could  no 
longer  sell  to  others  what  he  did  not  possess 
himself,  and  what  they  never  dreamt  of  receiv- 
ing, he  died  of  a  broken  heart,  fancying  him- 
self poor,  as,  by  a  similar  effort  of  imagination, 
he  had  lived  fifty  years  in  the  world,  believing 
himself  to  be  rich. 

His  friends.  Miss  Magge  and  the  Colonel,  are 
both  alive  and  well :  the  latter  indeed  declares 
that  he  never  intends  to  die ;  and,  although 
plagued  occasionally  by  attacks  of  his  old  enemy 
the  gout,  has  recourse  to  no  medicine  save  his 
favourite  glass  of  whisky  and  water  with  a  slice 
of  lemon  in  it, — a  mixture  he  avers  to  contain 
the  elements  of  all  physic. 

As  for  Mr.  Robert  Coryton,  him  whom  we  left 
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"  in  trouble,"  the  good  offices  of  Sherborne, — in- 
terposed from  gratitude  to  Marian,  whose  affec- 
tions, notwithstanding  the  errors  of  both,  were 
Coryton's  in  life  and  death, —  succeeded  in  ex- 
tricating him  from  his  difficulties  after  some 
slight  inconvenience,  and  he  ultimately  obtained, 
on  that  gentleman's  farther  application,  a  situa- 
tion in  the  police. 

Nor  has  Frank  ever  had  reason  to  repent  his 
recommendation — a  steadier  and  more  daring  offi- 
cer does  not  exist,  as  he  testified  in  conducting 
a  recent  desperate  attack  upon  a  gaming-house 
—  where  by  the  way  he  had  the  satisfaction  of 
greeting  his  old  acquaintance  Mr.  Isaaks,  and  of 
conducting  him  in  turn  to  the  "  lock-up."  He 
has  lately,  we  presume  from  some  slight  informa- 
lity in  their  previous  nuptials,  been  re-united  in 
the  bonds  of  matrimony  to  the  lady  whose  timely 
counsels  rescued  him  from  destruction. 

Mrs.  Broughton,  the  young  widow,  survived 
not  long  the  loss  of  her  darling  boy.  Every 
earthly  affection  of  hers  had  been  settled  on  that 
one  object, — they  had  never  known  another ;  the 
terror  and  alarm  which  she  underwent  durin?  that 
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evening  of  horror,  and  tlie  melancholy  cata- 
strophe with  which  it  concluded,  operated  upon 
nerves  never  strong  with  a  withering  effect,  and 
her  meek  and  gentle  spirit  looked  anxiously  for- 
ward for  the  hour  when  she  should  rejoin  her  lost 
one  in  another  world. 

The  spot  where  the  murder  was  committed 
may  still  be  easily  discovered.  A  hedge-alehouse 
has  been  erected  in  the  immediate  vicinity  where 
the  four  cross  roads  meet ;  bearing  as  its  sign  a 
gentleman  with  a  coffee-coloured  complexion,  and 
a  cast  of  features  anything  but  prepossessing  ;  he 
holds  a  capacious  jug  in  one  hand,  and  a  pistol 
in  the  other,  thereby  testifying,  it  would  seem, 
the  owner"'s  having  been  in  his  lifetime  addicted 
to  beer  and  bloodshed.  That  this  is  a  portrait 
of  "  Black  Robin  "  himself,  —  whoever  that 
worthy  may  have  been, —  we  are  led  to  infer 
from  the  following  couplet  inscribed  below  the 
figure,  and  remarkable  for  the  extreme  caution 
with  which  it  admits  human  testimony  : — 

"  If  people  tell  you  true — 'tis  clear 
This  is  Black  Robin's  Corner  here." 

Hazeldine — the  gay,  the  fickle,  the  exquisite 
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George  Hazeldine  —  has  become  a  sober  married 
man  ;  he  has  locked  up  his  pistols, —  solemnly 
renounced  roxige  et  iioir,  and  entertains  his  first- 
bom  daily  after  dinner  by  showing  him  pictures, 
and  telling  him  ghost  stories. 

But  there  are  two  old  friends  who  yet  remain 
to  be  disposed  of,  Frank  and  Clara. — The  latter, 
put  at  length  in  quiet  possession  of  the  Brough- 
ton  family  estates,  where  did  she  bestow  them  ? 
—  and  whom,  after  so  many  chances,  did  she 
select  as  her  partner  for  life  ? — And  the  orphan 
child  of  the  beloved,  the  hapless  Julia  ? —  Who 
nourished  —  who  educated  —  who  adopted  it  as 
their  own  ?  — 

If  any  matter-of-fact  young  lady  or  gentleman 
require  to  be  enlightened  on  these  points,  or 
can  entertain  any  reasonable  doubt  upon  the  sub- 
ject, all  we  can  say  is,  as  the  classic  Coryton 
himself  might  have  said,  with  reference  to  such 
frigidity  of  imagination, 

"  Non  equidem  invideo, —  miror  magis!" 
THE    END. 
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